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LADIES and GENTLEMEN, 


HE great candour with which you 
have received, as well as the un- 
common generoſity with which you have 


encouraged: this work, calls upon the 


editor, in the moſt grateful manner, 
to return his thanks for the obligations 
he owes you. 

It would be preſumption in him to 
aſſert, perhaps, that the extraordinary 
merit of the work itſelf has, in ſome mea- 


{ ſure, occaſioned your attention to it; but 


in juſtice he cannot help boaſting, howe- 


a 3 ver, 


Li] 

ver, that no collection of Songs, under 
any denomination whatſoever, has hither- 
to appeated that can lay claim to publick 
indulgence equal to the MasqQuE 3 Or, 
SONGSTER'S GRAND MAOAZINE. : 
which is upon a larger and more copious 


plan, than any collection ever publiſhed 
in theſe kingdoms. 


In the execution of this taſk, he has 
had recourſe, at ſome expence, to all the 
Engliſh Song Books, antient and modern, 
that might furniſh any materials for the 
accompliſhment of his plan. The Songs 
of modern date, are ſelected from the moſt 
approved Engliſh poets and compoſers : 
the Rage has, in this reſpect, been his 
greateſt ſource as our operas and maſques, 
have lately excelled any foreign producti- 
ons of the kind: nor have the airs ſung at 
the public gardens, eſcaped his attention: 
great number ate alſo new, having never 
before appeared in print, interſperſed in 
the work! without order or connection; 
_ others are corrected from the errors of 


T | ſpurious 


_ 


[ vi ] 
ſpurious publications, with additions not 
to be met with in any other book. 


If he has improved upon the plans of 
his predeceflors ; if he has been able to 
furniſh ſome novelty to gratify the curio- 
ſity of the reader; if the hn vivant and 
the Choice Spirit will teſtify their applauſe 
by the exertion of their riſible muſcles, 
he ſhall think his aſſiduity and attention 
fully recompenſed, and that the public in 


general will not be diſpleaſed with the 
produce of his labours. 
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All you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 


A TABLE of all the 
VP 


IN THE 


450 LLO and WREATH. 


A. 

Band of Cupids other day 281 
Abroad after miſſes moft huſbands will roam 245 
Abroad we muſt wander to hear the birds fing 28 
A curſe atiends that woman's love 221 
Adieu for a while to the town and its trade 52 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains 282 


A fox may fleal your ben, fir, | | 
Ah ! whence this impotence of mind. [Polly Roe.] 314 
Ah ! whence this impotence of mind. [Nancy Crowe.] 319 


Ab ! who in all thoſe happy plains © 280 
Alas, my heart, my doating heart 170 
Alas ! fir, I have prov'd your clown 40 
All crimes are judged like fornication 260 

All friendſbip is a mutual debt 260 
All nature blooms when you appear | 
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A maid is like the golden ore 207 
AmanDA's fair, by all confe/s'd_ 145 
Among the men, coquettes aue find 222 

An apple cau;*d our preſent ſtate 387 
And he that will not merry, merry be 23 
Angels <with lovely wings deſcend 334 
= Appear, feet liberty appear 333 
= Ariſe, fret meſſenger of morn 335 
3 4 failor's voice the" conrſe can raiſe 358 
A. CLoe /at ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool air 407 
A. Colin rang'd early one 9 in ſpring 57 

| As dew to the Jpring, or the fla r i the bee 340 
As Dia N and her hunting trat u 354 

4: Jos the Sandman drove his neble team | 353 

As eperas now are fo much in the mode 125 

As pilgrims thro) devotion 245 


As pleaſing as. ſhade to the wayſaring ** ain 114 


A porter WILL, along St. Paul's did move 351 


As fits the ſad turtle alone on the ſpray 258 


A ſeon hope for peace *tavixt the hawk and the dove 74 
As thro the grove I chanc'd to lray 390 
Af tinkering Tou the flreets his trade did cry 350 
ö As Acton, the George is the ſign F 306 
d term full as long as the fiege of ol. Troy 107 


At night, by moon light, on the plain 26 


Attend all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art 42 
Altend all ye fair, and I' tell you the art (another copy) 44 
At the tree I Hall ſuffer with pleaſure 214 
At the wake, Pot ber even, young COLIN Inet Bs 
3 Attir'd in rich brocades moſt gay 130 
Auſpicicus ſpirits guard my love. 163 
Awake ! ariſe ! nor longer wear 51 
Aual'd by the horn like the ſpring deckt in green 118 
| A way 


(x ] 


Away with ſoft fighs ! for our danger alarm. 


Away with the fables philoſophers hold 
A wwretch long tortur'd with diſdain 
A youth adorn'd with ew'ry art 


Ack to your ſource, weak, fooliſh tears 
Beauteous maid reward my paſſion 

Before the barn-door crowing 
Behold from many a hoſtile ſhore 
Behold, my fair, where &er we rove 
Behold where Britannia points joyful her lance 
BERLIN DA, ſee from yonder flow'rs 
Beneath this ſad and ſilent gloom _ 
Better to doubt 
Blythe Colin, a pretty young ſwain 
Break, break with ſpeed each pointed dart 


But valcur the ſtronger grows 


By bolder fleps we bin the race 
By dimpled brock and fountain brim 
By halves no friend 
By the gayly circling glaſs _ 
By the ruſhy fringed bank © 
By the fide of a glimmering fire 
By the fide of a great kitchen fire 
By women won 
Brave boys prepare 
But can I leave my pretty huſſies 
But now again my ſpirits ſink 


C. 
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(7 T or toil or hunger fear 
Can love be controul'd by advice 
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Can words the pain expreſs 260 
WS, Ceaſe lovely ſhepherd, ceaſe to mourn 266 
= Ceaſe to perſuade 272 
1 Ceaſe your funning 217 i 
* Charming CLoe, look with pity 308 f 
4 C beer up my lads, let us puſh on the fray 248 N 
Come, chear up my lads, "tis to glory we fleer 83 


u ] 


Ws F Car nothing, fir, move you our ſorrows to mend 33 
5 Can the weak taper's feeble rays 159 


Come, come, bid adien to fear 238 
Came, come, my dear girl, T muſt not be deny d 160 
| Come give your attention to what I unfold 356 
_ Come here, fellow ſervant, and liften to me 323 
Come bither pretty maid, with a black rolling eye 33 
Come jolly Bacchus, god of wine 85 
Come, Laux A, and meet your fond ſwain 399 
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Pe © 
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9 ; | Come liſten a-while and I'll tickle your ears 94 
Come RockR and NELL, come S1MKiN and BLI 167 
Rome, faveet laſs, let's N ſorrow „ 232ũĩ5ꝗ 
1 Confider, fair SYLVIA, ere wedlock you chuſe 116} 
1 Contented all day, I will fit at your fide 104. | 


| 7 EAR Cron come give me ſaueet kiſſes 

Dear madam, old HomER, an honeſt blind bard 
p Pear Mol LY I love you, J hope there's no harm in that 
Declare my pretty maid 
Pecripit winter limps away 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ftream 
Deſpair leads to battle, no courage ſo great 
SPepriv'd of love and all its joys 
Dia all couples agree 


L xit J 
Diſcord hence! the torch refign 


Doubt, thou certain flate of ſorrow | 4 5 

g Down by the brook which glides thro? yonder wale "200 ill 2 
Down, down let him fall ot | 136 ä 
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AIR Hee I left with a cautious defign 
Fam?'s an echo, pratling double 

Farewell, farewell, all hopes of bliſs 
Farewell, IAN THE, faithleſs maid 
Farewell, my PasTORA, no longer your ſwain 
Farewell, the ſmoaky town adieu 

Far fweeter than the hawthorn bloom 

Fill e ry glaſs, for wint inſpires us 

Fine laſjes, with an artful grace 

Fine women, are devils, compleat in their way 
FLAVELLAa bids me write her praiſe 

Fly airy ſprites, around her fly 

Fly fwwiftly, ye minutes, till Co uus receive 
Fond Or ynEvus went, as poets tell 

For a lovely bright nymph, that's as cruel as fair 
For FLOR1IMEL /o fair of late 
Forgive me, if I praiſe thy charms 

For gold you ſacrifice your fame 

Frail is ambition, how weak the foundation 
From flow'r to flow'r, his joy to change 

From his cloſe covert rous'd, the flag ſwiftly flies 
From nymph to nymph, my heart had row'd 
From ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing es pore 
Fre rom tyrant laws and on — 


| 


A. 
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G. 
Allants, Jan come, diſpaich'd by eur bard 


4 8 Gay Damon long ſtudy d my heart to obtain 


© Genteel in perſonage 
Give aohining oer, be briſt and gay 
= Cod bleſs my deareſt little dear 
© Goddeſs dear wwe implore thy powerful hand 


= Goddeſs, goddeſs of the dimpling ſmile 
© Goddeſs, lovely and divine 
«4 3 Good mother, if you pleaſe, you may 
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Soo people of England, your reaſon awaken 
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SGrant me ye pow'rs a calm repoſe 

5 Grant me, ye powers, but this requeſt 
Great DiocLes the bear has kilPd 

4 Great JUPITER took it one day in his head 
s Great Liberty attend 


5 H. 


Al, ſacred muſe, and vocal fell 
3 Happleſs lovers why ſue in vain 
Happy prince, enjoy each bleſſing 
Hart to yonder milk-maid Aging 
3 Has the arrow of Cueip aer lodg'd in your breaft 
Have you been at Monaghan, high, ſing, boa fir 
Hear, ALFRED, hear 
Hear me, gallant ſailor, hear me 
"Here's a good health to the king 
He that has the beſt wife 
He that weads a beauty 
File who his heart can roughly arm 
Hitber, dear huſband, turn your eyes 
onour calls me from thy arms 


1 
Honour plays a bubBle's part 
Hounds and horns «er the plains reſounding 
| How can you be /o teazing 
How can you, lovely Nancy, fo cruelly ſlight 
How cruel and bard is my caſe 
How cruel are the traytors 
How engaging, how endearing 
How faultleſs does the nymph appear 
How few, like you, would dare adviſe 
How fierce is the Jun 
Hiw gentle was my Damon's air 
How giddy is youth ! yet above all advice 
How happy could I be with either 
Hou happy's the lover whoſe cares are no more 
How many men have found the ſkill 
How oft have I curs d the ſad day 
How ſaueet is the evening air 
How unhappy a lower am I 
How unhappy's the nymph 


J. 


Burn ! I burn ! where Cer I turn 
1 dream, or in ſome rivals arms 
Jealouſy, like a canker worm 
If any wench Venus? girdle wear 
If from the luſtre of the ſun 
it be true celeſtial powers 
lowe the wirgin's heart :nvade 
| huſbands fit unſteady 
If the beart of a man is depreft with care 
F the favert name of love, my fair Ix is efright 
Tf thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r 
If thus a man can die 
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If thas you weep, thus pine with care 365 

If wine and muſic have the poww'r 112 

' If you at an office ſolicit your due 216 

' If you abed a young virgin of ſixteen years I 27 

1f you will you may 177 

T have ramblea, I own it, whole years up and down 347 

I hate thoſe coward tribes 248 

I know that my perſon is charming 104 

JI like a gentleman did live 35 

J like a ſbip in florms was tet 209 
Ilie the fox ſhall grieve 218 
PI face ev'ry danger 271 
Tul tell you a flory will make you to laugh 349. 
| | I made love to Kate, long I figh'd for foe- 36 
TF. bubbled, I'm bubbled 217 
. ö Im like a feiff on the ocean toſt 221 
I met young Damon tother day 229 
Abril, when primroſes paint the ſeveet plain 228 
| 1 Is Bath a wanton wife did dwell 88 
8 F #n days of old, as poets tell | | 62 
In days e yore, when on the plain 401 

3 In good ting CHARLEs's golden days 187 
5 In leve and life the preſent uſe 251 
In love's name you're charg'd hereby 108 
5 In Nortingbamſbire 22 
7 | l In pimps and politicians 240 
8 In purſuit of a laſs that was form'd to my tafte 276 
7 ; 4 In filent extaſy I gaze 148 
2 j Inſpire the vocal ſhell "ol 
2 In flory we're told TA 
2 In the charming month of May 25 
5 In the days of my youth I could Gill like a dove 220 
5 In thy ſoft bewitching glances 360 
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b 2 Fe Intruder. 
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Intruder ſleep ! in vain you try | 140 . 
In vain I try'd each ſoothing art 139 7 
In wain I try my ev'ry art 101 1 
In vain, my love, you bid me ſtri ue 314 7 
In vain would your jargon our ſenſes bewitch 345 4 
In vain you tell your parting lover 277 bl 
In yon grove let me divert you 121 F 
Jos quickly his ſand had fold, fir 354 
once was a poet, at London 30 4 
T rambled about, d twelve month, I vow 392 1 
i; CLEORa then my own 171 14 
T jearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind 408 1 
1 ſeek my ſiepherd gone aſtray 295 4 
i ſmile at love and all its arts | 264 1 
is then his fate decreed, fir 216 "1 
I there on earth a pleaſure — 36 . 
Ts this, ye powers, this boaſted flame 401 1 
It is, I believe, next Hollantide eve 168 | ] 
I wow D'Il ſcream, don't think I feign 189 
T usd, I remember it will 327 
Juſticc long forbearing 263 
T white Harry of late was /o glad 383 
I will have my humours, I'll pleaſe all my ſenſes 276 
K. 
NOW then, war's my pleaſure 257 
Know, I won't envy him, whoter he be 363 


L. 


ET each ſofter note be dumb 51 
Let ex'ry face with ſmiles appear 92 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 


WD , , / ( 
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Let matters of flate 
Let not punic arts amuſe thee 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe 
Let pleaſure go round 
Let us take the road 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure 
Like me the tender dove laments 
Little monkey, now be frolic 
Live, and love, enjoy the fair 
Lo! I on eaſy chair reclin'd 
Long at thy altar, god of love 
' Long time I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to find 


Lovely maid, all charms adorning 


* Lowe now is nought but art 
Loves the tyrant of the heart 
Love the greateſt bliſs below 
Love with beauty is flying 


| Lucinda once my ſoul pofſe/s'd 


M. 


0 M22 like courtiers muſt be woo'd 
3 Make haſte and away mine only dear. 


Mankind are become a degenerate crew 
Man may eſcape from rope and gun 
My boſom, like the ocean 

*My conſcience is of courtly kind 

My daddy is gone to the grave 

My deareſt life, were you my wwife 
My. former time how Briſt how gay 
My heart is by love forſaken 
My heart forbodes he's dead 
p ly heart was ſo free 


b 3 


xvii ] 
My little ſpirits now appear 
My love is all madneſs and folly 
My pride is to hold all mankind in my chain 
MyYRTiLLA, demanding the aid of my pen 
My flaves below, prepare, prepare 
My/elf between VENUS and Bacchus TI poiſe 
My felling heart now leaps with joy 


N. 


EAR Barham my beauty was Bern 


No greater plague in life 131 
No more the feſtive train I'll join 295 
No more the morn with tepid rays 16 
No more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid 327 
No power could divide us, no terror diſmay 144 
No power on earth can cer divide 218 
Nor on beds of fading flowers 291 
No woman her envy can ſmother 32 
Now lighter and gayer ye tinkling ftrings ſound 292 
Now PhoOEBUs fenketh in the weſt 282 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds oer the plains 169 
Now ſummer's unfolded her beauties and ſweets 371 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 278 
Now then tell him fairly 41 
Now the ſnow drops lift their heads 78 
Now until the break of day © 302 
Nymphs and ſhepherds come away 79 
O. 

BSERVE the fragrant, bluſhing roſe 329 

O charming cunning man thou haſt been wondrous 
kind 90 
O cruel, 
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O cruel, cruel, caſe 


O Damon, fill you ſtrive in vain 
O'er nature's freſh boſom, by werdure unbound 
O faithful youth 

Of all fates in life ſo various 

Of all the diſeaſes in life 

Of all the friends in time of grief 

Of all the gifts that heaven beffowws 

Of all the girls in our town 

Of all the plagues of human life 

Of all the fins that are money ſupply ing 

Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt 

Of wars let other rhymers talk 

Oh ! for a quick electric fire 

Oh ! for a touch of nobler fire 
O hear her ſighs, believe her tears 
Ob, hear my flory, gentle lady 
Op, how ſweet the faithful figh 


Ob, my dear EVELYN, why would you flight me 


* Oh ponder well, be not ſevere 
Ob SyLvia, while you drive your carts 


= ! the ſoft tranſporting pleaſure 
Oh ! turn your eyes on me, and view my di freſs 
4 Oh what joy does congueſt yield 


10h what torments wound my heart 
Ola Hour ! but what hawe we with him to do 
Id ſack, and old ſongs, and a merry old crew 


leave me to complain 
0 let me unreſerv'd declare 
| | may your miſtreſs ne er deny 
One kind kiſs before we part 


Due morning young Rock acceſted me thus 
H Un every hill, in every grove 


L xx J 


On yon Black cloud behold Aquarius fland 18 
O, Peace, thou faireft child of Heaven 332 
O Porr x, thou might have toy'd and kit 208 
O Jay maſt I figh and pine my love 77 
O the rapture of poſſeſſing 47 
Our fears are now ended, our troubles all oer 132 
Our gracious monarch, ſunk with grief 331 


Our Pol Lv is a ſad ſlut ! nor heeds what we have taught 
her | 208 
Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure & retreat 224 
O what pain it is to part 211 

P, 

ARENT divine of heavnly love 322 
Parents will be ever chiding 129 
Petit Cuy1Don has caught me 114 
PRILAN DER long had looſely rew'd 320 
Pa1liRa's charms poor DAMON took 124 
ProtBus meaner themes diſdaining 389 
Prurus, vain is all your vaunting 344 
Preach not to me your muſly rules 291 
Pretty PoLLY ſay 210 


. Preity warbler, thus to charm me 404 
8 Dorcas forbear 167 
13 4 tell me no more of the lilly 264 
WW,  Plrſuing beauty, men deſcry 204 
\ Pub about the briſk bowl, *twill enliven the heart g8 
| — 

Efolo'd, as her poet, of CEL1A to fing 134 
Reftrain th* impetuous glowing heat 329 | 


S. SABRINA 
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S. 
FN ABrINA fair 292 
| 8 Saucy raſcal, this intruſion 165 
Say, cruel Auox gr, how long 203 
Says Thomas to HARRY 387 
See how the lambs are ſporting 25 
Fee ! the radiant queen of night 271 
: Shall I not be bold when honour calls 249 
Shall I poſjſiſi'd of all theſe charms 352 
; Shall I, waſting in deſpair 394 
Shall I aubo ride above the reſt 351 
Shepherd, "tis my office beſt 293 
2 She who hath felt a real pain 240 
9 1 ſmil'd and ſpoke the ſex's mind 81 
4 Þ Ig not your hours away 140 
20 Since ev'ry charm on earth's combin'd 270 
24 Since I muſt ſwing 225 
39 Since laws were made for evry degree 226 
Sheep, O ſleep, with thy rod of incantation 246 
* So great HomeR's wit is 383 
15 [ drink off this bumper — and now I can land the tt 225 
04 ner than I' my love forego 274 i 
61 V xd, ſound aloud, triumphant fame 13. 
64 ceſsful happy charmer e 923 "58 
ol e a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen „ 
| ; W- by that ſmile my pains are over 31 Y 
9 rely ſome bleft event is nigh 332 | 
Swain thy hopeleſs paſſion ſmother 266 
. echo, ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ft unſeen 286 
34 Seeteſt flow'r that &er ſhall ſpring 367 
329 Saveete/t piſt: a- bed that Blows 369 


Meet thruſb, that marks the vernal year 388 


C, 
Sweet valley, ſay, where penſive lying 
Swift as light'ning from above 


T. 


Aught by virtue you may climb 

Teach me not to chace in love 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen 
That all men are beggars, you plainly may ſee 
That May day of life is for pleaſure 
The bard: of all ages have made it their theme 
T he beau with his delicate womaniſh face 
The body of the brave may be taken 
The chains of love we wear with pleaſure 
The charge is prepar d; the lawyers are met 
The court were all met 
The drum is unbrac'd, and the trumpet no more 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 
The fairſt harbinger of ſpring 
The firſt time at the looking glaſs 
The flame of love fincere I felt 

The fragrant lilly of the vale 
The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike 
The god VeRTUMNUs l,, POMONA fair 
The greateſt feill in life 
The heavy hours are almoft paſt 

T heir eyes, their lips, their buſſes 

The kind appoinimen CELIA made 

The manners of the great affect 

The mind of woman can never be known 
The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees 

The modes of the court ſo common are grown 
T he modeſt lilly, like the maid 

Then away from idle pleaſures 
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The peaſant, lab'ring in the field 
The pi rin thus benighted ſtrays 
'T he poets in conſcience have teix d us too long 
The poor ſoul ſat finging by a ſycamore tree 
be power of gold does all others ſurpaſs 
T he priefls, like the lawyers, are all of a gang 
9 9 he primroſe now uprears its Bead 
7 T here vas a maid and ſhe went to the mill 
There awas an old fellow at Waltham Croſs 
1 The ſex aue find 
* The /oldiers who by trade muſt dare 
C T he ſportſmen keep hawks, and their quarry the gain 
The flag, when chac'd all the long day 


1 The ſtateſman fitting at the helm 

84 The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 

. be tuneful lark, who from her net 
76 he turtle thus with plaintive crying 
50 7 he wanton god that pierces hearts 
» The weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
1 The winter its deſolate traiu 


The world is always jarring 
214 The wworld, my dear MYR A, is full of deceit 


181 17 inſpiring hope my boſom warms 
Nis way pretty maid would you go 


185 * all here diſcontented grown | 

216 8 * Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and Pruffia 
82 bo Cueip i vangquiſh'd to- day 

238 different paſſions rage by turns 


2 e' ladies look gay, when of beauty thy boaſt 
late I was a cobler*s wife 


=] raviſb d from my huſband's arms 
261 20" man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway 
54 55 Jag es have aur angl 'd with envy and firife 


L 
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Thoſe beſt ſons of Britain, bold, open and brave 
Tho” to a deſert iſie confin'd 

Tho" women, *tis true, are but tender 

Three goddeſſes ſtanding together 

Through all the employments of life 

Thus bleſt with the maid that I love 

Thus Britain's ſons in Harry's reign 

Thus fondly careſſing 

Thus for ever will you treat me 

Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found 
Thus I Hand like the tark with his doxies around 
Thus KiTTv beautiful and young 

Thus well drown all melancholy 

Thus when a houſewife ſees a rat 

Thus when the ſwallow ſeeking prey 

Thy lips are cherries, ſweeter far 

*Tis a twelve month ago, nay perhaps they are twain 
"Tis, I vow and ſwear 

*Tis our country that calls us : her voice aue obey 
*Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind 

To all the ſex deceitful 

o crow or dau ihre all the year 

To day let us never bt ſlaves 

To dear AMARYLLIS, young STREPHON had long 
To knight, to /quire, and tc genteels here 

Tos long, @ giddy, wand" ring youth 

To pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull ſcene 
To thee, O ſolitude, wwe owe 

To you, dear father, and our home 

Transform'd, in female ſhape, both old and lame 
Turn and ſee what pleaſures woo you 
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1 U. 
| a AIN tis ev'ry fond endeavour 97 
: . Victory is ours | 259 
rgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre 207 
5 rue“ treaſure, is a pleaſure 255 
E — Wpuchſafe, O pow'r thy healing aid 81 
Miſeld the gates of ever flowing time 15 
: 4 grateful love, thus ev'ry hour 205 
7 
q 3 1 
1 AFT to her ears, kind gentle breeze 191 
47 Wander Pu Aox, fo will I 117 
16 1 ander Lv DIA. —/o will 7 80 
52 4 9 Fanton Cup, ale ton er | 115 
31 A Was ever man poſſeſs d of 91 
84 1 We beg but in a higher ſtrain 6 27 
$3 "Me! gladour hearts with the beſt of cheer 24 
o6 N mer, deareſt PazBE, ab] why in ſuch haſte 59 
82 el! met, pretty maid 164 
43 maids for huſbands fit, fir 131 
22 never blame the ferward ſwain 251 
71 Poe fought, we have . and England 6 once 
40 prore 334 
32 women would be forc'd to bliſs 132 
86 the ſword of juſtice draxving 257 
385 "re | as foor as wwretch can be e 158 
28 I laid on Greenland's coaſt 211 
183 1 bat a motley generation 364 . 
43 * beauties does my nymph diſcloſe 63. 
ao beauteous ſcenes enchant my {+ geht 182. 
ac con wealth when we're old 239 
ain 
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What er you ſay, whaieer you do 
I hat gudgeons are we men 
What harm in ſo ſimple a token of love 
What haſte you were in to be deing 
| man can on virtue or courage repoſe 
What med cine can foften the boſom's keen ſmart 
What ſadneſs reigns over the plain 
What, ibo theſe guineas bright, fir 
What ibo his guilt my heart bath torn 
When ambitions ten years toils 
When an ignorant lower is Sighted 
When a wvift's in her peut 
When a woman jealous grows 
When bluſhes dy d the cheek of morn 
When billows come breaking on the ſtrand 
When Britain firſt at Heaven's command 
Ther dew-drops gild the weeping thorn 
When did you ſee any falſehood in me 
When fairies dance round on the graſs 
When firft I ſaw thee grateful moe 
When gentle HaRRLOH firf T /Jaw 
When gold is in hand 
When he holds up his hand arraigned for his — 
When horns, with chearful found 
When I enter d my teens and threw play things aſide 
' When I'm great and fluſh of treaſure 

* When I was a child 
When I was a maiden of fourteen years old 
When I was a young one, what girl was like me 
When kings by their huffing 
When lately T offered fair LA uR a to hiſs 
When my hero in court appears 


When Oxynevs went down fo the regions bdew 
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[ xxvii ] 
When Oarnzus went down to the regiens below- 


| When parents N and cruel prove 
| When right or wwrong's decided 


== ben ſnows deſcend, and, rote the fields 


I gen STREPHON 70 CLOE made love his pretence 
ben the rough North forgets to heww! 
Nn ben the tyger rea 


| 9 When tutor'd by mother, fe oftentimes ſaid 
i hen we, deareſt NELL, ſhall be parted 


« 
5 
\ 


When you cenſure the age 


] ben young at the bar you firft taught me to ſcore 
It ben) outhful charms 


4 8 Which ay foall I turn ms ? How can] decide 
IT While on my CoLin's knee J % 


4 


While youthful bards in hyric lays 
8 Whilſt I gaze in fond deforing 
1 Whilſt on my dear pudding feafting. 
© Whillt on thy dear boſom lying 
A Whilſt other bards in fictious lays 
A bee er thro Ovid's tales has rang d 
iy beats my heart with ſuch devotion 
Ay did you ſpare him 


2% Muy how naau, madam flirt 
69 Ah, LETTY, why, theſe needleſs arts 


4 Why that languiſh 

Wide ver this bright atrial ſcene 

Mitb an old ſong made by an old amient pate 
Miib anxious ſpeed I left Mile-End 

8 Without aſfectation, gay, youthful and pretty 
T7 ith wreath of yellow crocus bound 
Woe beride each tender fair 


8 Woman's like the flatPring ocean 
Weald I might be bang d 
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TFeuld you hurt a tender creature 
IPould you live a ſale wirgin for ever 
Mould you taſte the noon tide air 
Weuld pcu taſte the faveets of love 


V. 


— E am rcus youths, <eheſe tuneful lays 2 
Ye Icauæ and bells, of Mallow avells 
Je fom'd witty nine 
Je fair married dames who Jo of ten deplore 
Fe fair feſſe/s'd of ew ry charm 
Te fair wwho ſhine thro Britain's ij}: 
Te Faurs and ye Dryads, ſrem hill, dale and grave 
Te gods ye gave te me @a wife 
Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join in the throng 
Ye nymphs of the Plain, oho once /aw me ſo gay. 
Ye powers, that ver true love prefede 
Ye ſhepherds, who, bleſt in your loves 
Ye ruſtic ſavains, no more report 
Yes, Damon, yes, I can — 
Je ſons of ſiamplici ty 
Ye ſpottled ſnakes with double tongue 
72 ſweet ates. ladies, who new in your gay days 
Je xwind; to aubem COLIN complains 
Fe woods and ye mountains un tunen 
Je Zeplyrs come flutter ead play 
2 think Ore many days enſue 
?oung Coils fought my heart to in, ÿ » 
Foung Dawor perceiving FLIKTILLA bl by 
Yeung J am, and yet unſeilld 
Yeung JENNY I ber fifteenth year 
Young Jock he courted ſweet Mod v ho fair 
Jung Mor LY who lives at the foot of the hill 


P R OL OG UE. 
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i F EW Iof the ſciences are ſo juſtly ad- 
v1] EE F g Maß mired or ſo univerſally cultivated, aa 
„ it Mufi ic; and no one branch of this Mi 
6 8 ALLE 8 at leaſt in theſe kingdoms, is 
6 in ſo much eſtimation, as that which goes under 


the name of Ballad Compoſition. 


Song is. at leaſt of as great antiquity as Poetry 


5 
52 5 itſelf, and, we have good reaſons to believe, was 
»5 the original of it. Among the ancient pagans it 


z0 & was uſed in celebrating the noble exploits of their 
H -o-s and Patriots: for inſtance, Home's Iliad, 
«| 9 it is ſaid, was a nmah - of” Ballads compoſed by the 
; poet, nd ſun. by ami !7, to commemorate the 
95 3 eroic ions of 118 Coun, e een at the Sisge of 


34 fl. — We ſhall now mike a fie worn the Ziad, | 
8 to ti.s modern Collection of Songs, which b g * 
23 f upon a me: extenſiye plan than any hithorto off ted 

* 9 to the W we intreat indulgence for a inort ac- 

ng 


A. 4. count 


„ 
15 
N 2 : 


count of the deſign. Previous to which, we fhall 
preſent the reader with a Criticiſm on Song-Wri- | 
ting, by Mr. PaiLies, in a letter to a lady. 


[$1 


Madam, 


© To let you ſee how abſolute your commands 
are over me, and to convince you of the opinion 
I have of your good ſenſe, I ſhall, without any 
preamble of compliments, give you my thoughts 
upon Song-Writing, in the ſame order as they 
have occurr'd to me. Only allow me, in my 
own defence, to ſay, that J do not remember 
ever to have met with any piece of criticiſm upon 
this ſubject; ſo that if I err, or ſeem ſingular in 
my opinions, you will be the more at liberty to 
differ from them, ſince I do not pretend to ſup- 
port them by any authority. 


In all ages, and in every nation, where poetry 
has been in faſhion, the tribe of ſonneteers have 
been very numerous. Every pert young fellow 
that has a roving fancy, and the leaſt jingle of 
verſe in his head, ſets up for a writer of ſongs, 
and refolves to immortalize his bottle, or his 
miſtreſs. What a world of inſipid productions 
in this kind have we been peſter'd with ſince the 
Revolution, to go no higher: This, no doubt, 
proceeds in a great meaſure from not forming a 
right judgment of the nature of theſe little com- 
poſitions. It is true, they do not require an ele- 
vation of thought, nor any extraordinary capa- 
„city, 


By 


ce city, nor an extenſive knowledge; but then they 
demand great regularity, and the utmoſt niccty 
san exact purity of ſtile, with the moſt eaſy and 
© flowing numbers; an elegant and unaffected turn 
© of wit, with one uniform and ſimple deſign. 
«© Greater works cannot well be without ſome ine- 
« qualities and overſights, and they are in them 
© pardonable ; but a ſong loſes all its luſtre, if it 
© be not poliſhed with the greateſt accuracy: the 
„ ſmalleſt blemiſh in it, like a flaw in a jewel, 
* takes off the whole value of it. A ſong is, as 
« as it were, a little image in ennamel, that re- 
6 quires all the nice touches of the pencil, a gloſs 
* and a ſmoothneſs, with thoſe delicate finiſhing 
© ſtrokes, which would be ſuperfluous and thrown. 
away upon larger figures, where the ſtrength and. 
boldneſs of a maſterly hand gives all the grace. 


Since you may have recourſe to the French and 
Engliſh tranſlations, you will not accuſe mo of 
pedantry, when I tell you, that SaPPHO, Aya- 
CREON, and HoRACE in ſome of his ſhorter lyrics, 
are the completeſt models of little odes or ſonnets, 
You will find them generally purſuing a ſingle 
thought in their ſongs, which is driven to a point, 
without thoſe interruptions and deviations ſo fre- 
quent in the modern writers of this order. To do 
juſtice to the French, there is no living language 
that abounds ſo much in good ſongs. The ge- 
nius of the people, and the idiom of their tongue, 
ſeem adapted to compoſitions of this ſort. Our 
A 5 „ writers 
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writers generally crowd into one ſong materials 
enough for ſeveral; and ſo they ſtarve every 
thought by endeavouring to nurſe up more than 
one at a time. They give you a ſtring of imper- 
fect ſonnets, inſtead of one finiſh'd piece; which 
is a fault Mr. WALLER (whoſe beauties cannot 
be too much admir'd) ſometimes falls into. But, 
none are more defective in their ſongs, thro* a 
redundancy of wit, than Dr. Donne and Mr. 
„ CowLEy. In them one point of wit flaſhes ſo 
faſt upon another, that the reader's attention is 
dazzled by the continual ſparkling of their ima- 
gination ; you find a new deſign ſtarted almoſt 
in every line, and you come to the end, with- 
* out the ſatisfaction of ſeeing any one of them 

executed. 


_— — 


_ — — 2 — „  — — 


— — 


1 
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A Song ſhould be conducted like an epigram; 
and the only difference between them is, that the 
one does not require the lyrick numbers, and is 
„ uſually employed upon ſatirical occaſions; where- 
nas the buſineſs of the other, for the moſt part, is 
© to expreſs (as my Lord Roscommon tranſlates it 
«(from HoRace,) _ oy 


© Love's pleaſing cares, and the free joys of Wine. 


I ſhall conclude what I have to ſay upon this 
& ſubject, by obſerving, that the French do very _ 
often confound the ſong and thE epigram, and 
ee take the one reciprocally for the other. An in- 


&« ſtance of which I ſhall give you in a remarkable «ll Fl 
epigram, iq | 


( mw ] 
«© epigram, which paſſes current abroad for an ex- 
s cellent ſong. 


« FT, parks — par tout de moi, 
« Fe dis du bien ar tout de toi; 
« Duel matheur ef le notre? 


«K Lon ne croit ni Pun, ni Paatre. 


« For the ſatisfaction of ſuch of your friends as 
« may not underſtand the original, I ſhall venture 
4 to tranſlate it after my faſhion, ſo as to keep 
i ſtrictly to the turn of thought, at the expence of 
= * lofing ſomething in the poetry and verſification. 


« Thou always ſpea#/l ill of me; 

« [1 always ſpeak the beft of thee : 

« But ſpight of all our noiſe and pother, 

«© The world believes neither one nor other. 


— 


© Thus, Madam, I have endeavoured to com- 
« ply with your commands; not out of any vanity 
= © of erecting myſelf into a critic, but out of an 
= © earneſt defire of being thought, upon all occaſions, 


Y Fur moſt obedient Servant.” 


me This and the ſucceeding Volumes, are intended 
to contain every detached Engliſh and Scotch Song 
= extant ; z together with thoſe in the ſeveral Theatri- 
i cal Pieces, ſuch as the Beggar's Opera, Contrivances, 
7 Damon and Phillida, Chaplet, Shepherd's Lottery, Fe- 
1 Þ ; via. * Dragon of * Comus, &, Alſo, 
| 4 g thoſe 


R — 
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thoſe in Atis and Gallatea, Alenamder f Fra, Diborah, 
Sampſon, Solomon, Joſhua, Judas Mactubrus, Eflher, 
and the other Oratorios: In fine, we purpoſe to 
comprize in the MAsque z or, SONGSTER's GRAND 
Macazine, AL L the Songs, Odes, Duetts, 
Cantatas and Catches, new and odd in the Engliſh 
Language, wherever to be found. For which end 
we have, with much induſtry, and at great ex- 
pence, furniſhed ourſelves with every collection of 
Songs that has been publiſhed in Znpland, Iretand, 
or Scotland; and though each collection is, for the 
moſt part, but a repetition of the Songs contained 
in the others, yet the advantage we ſhall reap from 
having before us all the collections that have ap- 
peared in this language, is very conſiderable, as we 
ſhall be able to collate or compare every Song with 
the various copies of it, and by that means correct 
errors, reſtore lines omitted, and, in ſhort, give 
the moſt accurate and perfect copy of each Song. 


It will be interſperſed with many Songs (never 
yet printed) by perſons of eminence much eſteemed 
for their Wit, Humour, and oddity : And there will 
be given a complete alphabetical GLOSSARY, 
or explanation of the Scotch words. 


Fach volume will conſiſt, of two parts, or num- 
ders, as does this firſt volume; a number or part, 
price, 15. 7:4. to be publiſhed every three months, 
ſo that a volume will be completed every ſix months, 
and two in a year, with copious an fatisfaory 
indexes, gas > 
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Each part will have a different title, and may be 
ſingle, or with the other part of the . 
bound or ſewed. | 


Number II. the ſecond Part of this firſt volume, 
juſt publiſhed, is intitled, The WREATH ; or, Song- 
2 s Pocket Companion : &c. 


Number III. The firſt part of the ſecond Volume 
is intitled, The CHAPLET of CHEARFULNESS 3 or, 
SING AND BE JOLLY. 


Number IV. The ſecond part of: the ſecond Vo- 
lume is intitled, Mixrh and Music; or, The 
JocuLaR SONGSTER. 


Number V. The firſt part of the third Volume, 
is intitled, The EVER GREEN; or, CHEARFUL | 
SONGSTER., 


Number VI. The ſecond part of the third Vo- 
lume, is intitled, The Ross ; or, VERNAL SONG= 
STER, 


As this work greatly exceeds any think of the 
kind, it is hoped it will continue to meet with en- 
couragement adequate to its merit. From the plan, 
the Young and Gay may expect to find in the courſe 
of the undertaking, a correct and faithful copy of 
every Song wherewith they have been entertained 
at the Gardens or Theatres ; - while thoſe of a more 
advanced 


( 14] 
adyanced age or antiquated taſte, may be aſſured of 
meeting with, in this Magazine of Songs, all the 
old merry Ballads that beguiled their youthful hours, 
and charmed by a poignancy of expreſſion, wit and 
humour, (unknown in modern Song) and will, in 
a manner, renew the delights they taſted of in the 
days of yore. 


COLLECTION 


O F 


. . EE a 


Od: % FANUARY. 


LAYLA, NFOLD the gates of ever-flowing 
* * N time 

R 1 % Lo! mantled in a ſhowery cloud, 
Is & While round him rough winds 
NPS thunder loud, 

NX N= Aquarivs ſprinkles o'er 


Of winter's hoary clime 

The adamantine floor : 
He pours the Tyber and the Nile, 
To recompence the laſt year's ſpoil. 


1 
'Tis he ! the two- fac'd Janus comes in view 
Wild hyacinths his robe adorn, 
And ſnow-drops, rivals of the morn : 
He ſpurns the Goat aſide, 
But ſmiles upon the new 
Emerging year with pride: 
And now unlocks, with agat key, 
The ruby gates of Orient day. 


Mars and BELLONA now ſuſpend the war?! 
Their red hoof'd ſteeds with battle worn, 
To their long vacant ſtalls return: 
5 In icy fetters bound, 
Beneath th' Antartic ſtar, 
Seas burſt their frozen mound, 
Far ſouthern ſeas, releas'd and free, 
Eſcape, and ruſh to liberty. 


Thus let my ſoul beleaguer'd long with care 
Find virtue's calm, ſequeſter'd ſeat, 
And trace the veſtige of her feet : 
May each impaſſion'd thought 
Meet a ſafe harbour there, 
Deem the low world as nought, 
And freed from folly's magic chain, 
To wiſdom's lore return again. 


SONG 2. Winter. 


O more the morn, with tepid rays, 
Unfolds the flow'rs of various hue ;: 
Noon ſpreads no more.the genial blaze; 


Nor gentle eve diſtills the dey : 


The 
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he lingering hours prolong the night, 
Uſurping darkneſs ſhares the day; 
er miſts reſtrain the force of light, 
And PneBus holds a doubtful ſway: 


zy gloomy twilight half revealed, 
With ſighs we view the hozry hill, 
he leafleſs wood, the naked field, 
The ſnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 


o mufic warbles thro” the grove, 

No vivid colours paint the plain, 

o more with devious ſteps I rove 

Thro' verdant paths now ſought in vain ! 


loud the driving tempeſt roars, 
Congealed, impetuous ſhow'rs deſcend ; 
laſte, cloſe the window, bar the doors, 
Fate leaves me STELLA and a friend. 


2 nature's aid; let art ſupply 

With light and heat my little ſphere ; 
ouſe, rouſe the fire, and pile it high, 
Light up a conſtellation. here. 


et muſic ſound, the voice of joy, 
Or mirth repeat the jocund tale: 
et love his wanton wiles employ, 
And o'er the ſeaſon wine prevail. 


t times life's dreary winter brings, 
When mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more, 
pr muſic charm, tho* STELLA fings, 

Nor love nor wine the ſpring reſtore. 


[ 18 ] 


Catch then, O! catch the tranſient hdur, 


Improve each moment as it flies ; 
Life's a ſhort ſummer, man a flow'r, 
He dies! alas! how ſoon he dies! 


SONG 3. The Winter's Walk. 


EHOLD, my fair, where-e'er we rove, 
What dreary proſpe&s round us riſe, 
The naked hills, the leafleſs grove, 


The hoary ground the frowning ſkies ! 


Nor only through the wafted plain, 
Stern winter, is thy force confeſt, 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power uſurp my, breaſt. 


Enliyeping hope, and fond deſire, 


Reſign the heart to ſpleen and care, 
Scarce frighted love maintains her ſire, 
And rapture ſaddens to deſpair. 


In groundleſs hope, and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man! behold thy doom, 
Still changing with the changeful year, 

The ſlave of ſunſhine, and of gloom, 


'Tir'd with vain joys, and falſe alarms, 
With mental and corporeal ftrife, 

Snatch me, my STELLA, to thy arms, 
And ſcreen me from the ills of life. 


SONG 4. January: an Ode. 


Q N yon black cloud, behold Aquarivs ſtand, 
Poiſing an ample urn in either hand 
The 
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The load he ſways, then ſwiftly pours 
In cataracts the deluge down; 
he rough winds howls diſcordant with the ſhowers, 
Vhilſt nature knits each feature to a frown. | 


The dripping poultry ſeek the cloſeſt ſheds : 

The penſive warblers droop their little heads : 
Nor without cauſe. No gilding ray 
Breaks thro” the foggy veil of air; 

But all is pictureſque of blank diſmay, 
ngendering ſpirits of extreme diſpair. 


s this the unpleaſing foretaſte of the year ? 

\nd does the firſt month meet me with a tear? 
And ſhall not better days enſue, 

The ſoul to cheriſh and fuſtaia ? . 

hall no bright proſpeRs lengthen to the view, 
Jo river ſmile, no landſcape charm again? 


o! fly the clouds; the ſun renews his ray ; 
\QUAR1US adds a luſtre to the day: 

To globes of ice each freezing urn 
Transforms : The crown, which late he wore 
urcharg'd with wet, condenſes in its turn, 

And looks a ſubſtance of ſelf-poliſhed ore. 


ow round the board, my friends! in concert join, 
And drown deſpair in copious floods of wine, 
VuLcan ! fit down and blow the fire; 

And Baccnvs, thou! my butler be 

Approach, my Genius! fill the goblet higher,, 

1 have no other Ganymede but thee.. 


SONG 
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SONG 5. The forward Spring. By Mr. J. 
CUNNINGHAM. 


'Olhe R nature's freſh boſom, by verdure unbound, 
Bleak winter blooms lovely as ſpring ; 

Rich flowerets, how fragrant! riſe wantouly round! 
And Summer's wing'd choriſters ſing ! 


To greet the young monarch of Britair's bleſt iſle ! 
The groves with gay bloſſoms are grac'd ! 

The primroſe peeps forth with an innocent ſmile, 
And cowſlips crowd forward in haſte ! 


Diſpatch, gentle FLora ! the nymphs of your train, 
Thro' woodlands to gather each ſweet ; 

Then rob of its roſes the dew ſpangled plain, 
And firew the gay ſpoils at his feet! 


Two chalets of lawrel, in verdure the ſame, 
For GEORGE, O ye virgins, entwine! 

From conqueſt's own temples theſe ever-greens came, 
And thoſe from the brows of the nine : 


What glories, ye Britons, one emblem implies, 
Shall to your lov'd monarch belong ! 

What MiLToxs, the other, what DRYD xs ariſe, 
To make him immortal in ſong! 


To a wreath of freſh oak, Enzland's emblem of power, 
Whoſe honours with time ſhall increaſe, 
Add a fair olive-ſprig, juſt unfolding its flower : 
Rich token of concord and peace. 


Next give him young myrtles, by beauties bright queer 
Collected, the pride of her grove ! 

How fragrant their odour ! their foilage how green! 
Sweet promiſe of conjugal love ! Let 


Er, 
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Let Gaul's captive lillies, cropt cloſe from the ground, 
As . <W of conqueſt be tied: 
The virgin's all cry—** There's not one to be found, 
« Out-bloom'd by his roſes they died!“ 


Ye foes of old England! ſuch fate ſhall ye ſhare : 
With GeorGe as our glories advance, 

Thro' envy you'll ficken—you'll droop—you'll deſpair 
And die like the lillies of France. 


SONG 6. Tie cautious Maid. 


T the wake, t'other even, young Corix I met, 

He took the occaſion his vows to repeat: ; 
With rapture my eyes, and my lips he ran cer, 
I own it was pretty, but really no more: 


Tho' with ſoft expreſſion his looks were endear'd 
To his tender proteſting I paid no regard: 
The falſhood of ſwains I had heard of before, 


So I gave him a ſmile, but indeed gave no more. 


The confident ſhepherd, encourag'd by this, 
Eſſay'd, I aſſure you, to raviſh a kiſs; 
[ vow in the ſtruggle my ruffle he tore, 
So I frowning proteſted I'd ſee him no more, 


Next morning I found him, reclin'd on his crook, 
All ſoftneſs his voice, all repentance his look ; 
He intreated forgiveneſs a thouſand times o'er, 
And ſolemnly proteſted he'd do ſo no more. 


The frowns and the quarrels of lovers how weak, 
For Cue1id himſelf in his favour did ipeak ; 
So the ſwain to my breaſt I again did reſtore, 
For truſt me my anger could hold out no more. 


Nor wonder, dear girls, that I treated him fo, 
For on Sunday together to church we ſhall go : 
Tho? to quit and forget him, I often have ſwore, 
Forgive me this once, and I'll do ſo no more. 
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All the Songs in the Comic Opera of th: 
JOVIAL CREW. 


SONG 7. 


O day let us never be ſlaves, 
Nor the fate of to-morrow enquire : 
Old wizards, and gypſies, are knaves, 
And the devil, we know, is a lyar. 
Then drink off a bumper whilſt you may, 
We'll laugh, and we'll fing, tho? our hairs are grey 
He's a fool, and an aſs, 
That will baulk a full glaſs, 
For fear of another day, 


SONG 8. 
N Nottinghamſhire, 
Let them boaſt of their beer, 
With a hey-down, down, and a down ! 
P'11 fing in the praiſe of good ſack : 
Old ſack, and old ſherry, 
Will make your heart merry, 
Without e'er a rag to your back. 
Then caſt away care, 
Bid adieu to deſpair, 
With a down, down, down, and a down! 
Like fools, our own ſorrows we make : 
In ſpite of dull thinking, * 
While ſack we are drinking, 
Our hearts are too buſy to ach. 


1 
SONG 9. 


ND he that will not merry, merry be, 
With a pretty laſs in a bed; 

I wiſh he were laid in our church-yard, 

With a tomb-ſtone over his head. 

He, if he cou'd, to be merry, merry there, 
We, to be merry, merry here ; 

For who does know, where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year, 

Brave boys! to be merry another year. 


* 8 ON Q 10. 


8 1 Beg. Nom. H O' all here diſcontented grown, 
. And fain would change conditions ; 
'The courtier envies now the clown, 
The clowns turn politicians, 


2 Beg. Wem. Ambition ſtill is void of wit, 
And makes a woeful figure : 
For none of 'em all e'er envy'd yet, 


The life of a jovial beggar, 
g Chorus, Ambition ftill, &c. 


3 Beg. Nom. The man that hourly wracks his brain, 
To encreaſe his uſeleſs ſtore, 
Still dreads a fall, and lives in pain, 
While we can fall no lower. 


4 Beg. Wom. The dame of rich attire that brags, 
Wou'd willingly unrig her : 
Did ſhe but know the joys of rags, 


And the liſę of a jovial beggar. 
Chor. of all. The dame, &C. 


SONG 


1 Beg. Man. 


"Chorus. 


2 Beg. Man. 


Chorus. 


3 Beg. Man. 
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SONG 11. 


WIV L glad our hearts with the bel 
of our cheer. 

Our ſpirits we'll raiſe with his honour's 
ſtrong beer ; 

All ſtrangers to hope, and regardleſs of fear, 

We'll make this the merrieſt night of the 
year. | 

The year, well make this the merrieſt, &C. 


* 


Nor ſorrow, nor pain, amongſt us ſhall be 
found, 


To our maſter's good health ſhall the cup be 


crown'd, 
That long he may live and in bliſs abound, 
Shall be every man's wiſh, while the bow! 
goes round, 
Goes round, ſhall be every man's wiſh, &C. 


Our wants we can't help, nor our poverty 
cure; 

To morrow may*nt come, of to-night we'll 
make ſure, 

We'll laugh, and lie down, altho' we are 
poor, 

And our love ſhall remain, tho? the wolf”: 
at the door. 


| The door, and our love, &c. 


Then briſk, and ſmart, ſhall our mirth %0 
rounds 

With antick meaſures we'll beat the ground, 

| To 


a a4. an 
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To pleaſure our maſter in duty bound, 

We'll dance, *till we're lame, and drink *till 
we're ſound. 

Chorus. Were ſound, well dance, &c. 


* 


S ON G 142. 


1 N the charming month of May, 
When the pretty little birds begin to fing : 
What a ſhame at home to ſtay, 
Nor enjoy the ſmiling Spring, 

While the beggar that looks forlorn, 
Tho? ſhe's not ſo nobly born, 
With her rags all patch'd and torn ; 

While ſhe dances and ſings with the merry men and 

maids, 

In her ſmiling eyes you may trace 
And her innocent chearful face ; 
Tho? ſhe's poor, may be 
More happy than ſhe 

That ſighs in her rich brocades, 


„ Hh 1 RO 


E E how the lambs are ſporting ! 
Hear how the warblers fing ! 
See how the doves are courting ! 
All nature hails the ſpring. 
Let us embrace the bleſſing, 
Beggars alone are free; 
Free from employment, 
Their life is enjoyment 
Beyond expreſſing ; 
Happy they wander, 
And happy ſleep under 
The Greenwood tree. 
B 


1 Beg. Man. 


"Chorus. 


2 Beg. Man. 


Chorus. 


3 Beg. Man. 


Chorus. 
4 Beg. Man. 
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SONG 1. G 
ZFE'LL glad our hearts with the belt 
of our cheer, 

Our ſpirits we'll raiſe with his honour'; 
ſtrong beer ; 

All ſtrangers to hope, and regardleſs of fear, 

We'll make this the merrieſt night of the 
year. | 

The year, well make this the merrieſt, &C. 


Nor ſorrow, nor pain, amongſt us ſhall be 
found, 


To our maſter's good health ſhall the cup be 


crown'd, 
That long he may live and in bliſs abound, 
Shall be every man's wiſh, while the bow! 
goes round, 
Goes round, ſhall be every man's wiſh, &c. 


Our wants we can't help, nor our poverty 
cure ; 

To morrow may'nt come, of to-night well 
make ſure, 

We'll laugh, and lie down, altho' we are 
poor, 

And our love ſhall remain, tho? the wolf“ 
at the door. 

The door, and our love, &C. 


Then briſk, and ſmart, ſhall our mirth %0 
round, 
With antick meaſeres we'll beat the ground, 


To 
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To pleaſure our maſter in duty bound, 
We'll dance, *till we're lame, and drink *till 
we're ſound, 
Chorus. Were ſound, we'll dance, &C. 


SONG 12. 


I N the charming month of May, 
When the pretty little birds begin to ſing : 
What a ſhame at home to ſtay, 
Nor enjoy the ſmiling Spring, 

While the beggar that looks forlorn, 
Tho? ſhe's not fo nobly born, 
With her rags all patch'd and torn ; 

While ſhe dances and ſings with the merry men and 

maids, 

In her ſmiling eyes you may trace 
And her innocent chearful face ; 
Tho? ſhe's poor, may be 
More happy than ſhe 

That ſighs in her rich brocades. 


rty © * 2. If © Ws © 
E E how the lambs are ſporting ! 
Hear how the warblers ſing ! 
See how the doves are courting ! 
ne All nature hails the ſpring. 
Let us embrace the bleſſing, 
Beggars alone are free ; 
Free from employment, 
Their life 1s enjoyment 
Beyond expreſſing; 
Happy they wander, 
And happy ſleep under 
The Greenwood tree. 
B 


* 
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SONG 14. 


OW ſweet is the evening air, 
When the laſles all prepare, 
So trim and ſo clean, 
To trip it o'er the green, 
And meet their ſweet-hearts there ! 
While the pale town laſs 
Diſguiſes her face, 
To ſqueak at a maſquerade ; 
Where the proudeſt prude 
May be ſubdu'd, 
And when ſhe cries, you're rude, 
You may conclude 
She will not die a maid. 


$ ON G: 15. 


T night, by moon-light, on the plain, 
With rapture, how I've ſeen, 
Attended by her harmleſs train, 
The little Fairy Queen: 
Her midnight revels ſweetly keep, 
While mortals are involv'd in ſleep ; 
They tript it o'er the green. 


And where they danc'd their chearful round, 
The morning would diſcloſe, 
For where their nimble feet do bound, 
Each flow'r unbidden grows : 
2 The daiſy (fair as maids in May) 
The cowſlip, in his gold array, 
And bluſhing violet roſe. 


SONG 


1 
SONG 16. 


HE mind of a woman can never be known, 
You never can guels it aright : 


Pl tell you the reaſon——She knows not her own, 
It changes ſo often e'er night. 


*Twould puzzle AyoLLo, 
Her whimſies to follow, 
His oracle would be a jeſt ; 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
| She'll change with the wind, 
And often abuſes 
The man that ſhe chuſes, 
And what ſhe refuſes, 
Likes beſt. 


SONG 17. 


O W few, like you, would dare adviſe, 
To truſt the town's deluding arts; 

Where'love, in daily ambuſh lies, 

And triumphs over heedlefs hearts : 


How few, like us, would thus deny 
T'indulge the tempting dear delight, 
Where daily pleaſures charm the eye, 
And joys ſuperior crown the night. 


SONG 18. 


Vine, E beg but in a higher ſtrain, 


Than ſordid ſlaves, who beg for gain. 
Hill, No paltry gold, or gems, we want, 
_ 8 We beg what you alone can grant. 
NU 


B 2 Vince 
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Vinc. No lofty titles, no renown, 

But ſomething greater than a crows. 
Hill. We beg not wealth, or liberty, 
Both. We beg your humble ſlaves to be. 
Vinc. We beg your ſnowy hands to kiſs, 

Or lips, if you'd vouchſafe the bliſs, 
Hill. And if our faithful vows, can move, 

(What gods might envy us) your love. 
Vinc. The boon we beg, if you deny, 

Our fate's decreed, we pine and die. 
Hill. For life we beg, for life implore, 
Bath. The pooreſt wretch can beg no more. 


SONG 19 
Rach. BROAD we muſt wander to hear the bird: 
ſing, 


'T*enjoy the freſh air, and the charms of the ſpring, 
Mer. We'll beg for our bread, then if the night's raw, 

We'll keep ourſelves warm on a bed of clean ftray, 
Rach. How bleſt is the beggar, who takes the freſh air 
Mer. Tho' hard is his lodging, and coarſe is his fare, 
Rach. Confinement 1s hateful 


Mer. — And pleaſure deſtroys. 

Both. Tis freedom alone, is the parent of joys. 
SONG 20. 

Mer. O you, dear father, and our home, 


We bid a ſhort adieu : 
The tempting frolick has o'ercome, 
| By force of being new. 
But let not that your patience vex, 
For, dear papa, you know our ſex. 
With a fal, la, &c. 
Rac 


Fo 
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Rach. Nor hope, good ſir, to ſpare your coſt, 
Nor think our fortune's paid ; 
No woman yet was ever loſt, 
Tho? ſometimes ſhe's mil laid: 
For when the pleaſure turns to pain, 
Be ſure we ſhall come home again. 
With a fal, la, &C. 


SONG 21. 8 a 


E T pleaſure go round, | 
Let us laugh and ſing, let us laugh and fing, boys! 
Let humour abound, 
And joy fill the day. 
If ſorrow intrude, 
rcd Drive it out again, drive it out again, boys! 
If by griefs we're purſu'd, 


ng, Let us drink 'em away; \ 

aw, The pleaſure of wine, 

AV, Make a mortal divine. 

ar For get but a bottle once into your noddle 
re, No power, or art, 


| Can ſuch virtue impart, 
For raiſing the ſpirits, and cheering the heart. 


SONG 22. 


HERE was an old fellow at Waltham-Cro/;, 

Who merrily ſung when he liv'd by the loſs, 
He cheer'd up his heart when his goods went to rack, 
With a hem! boys, hem! and a cup of old ſack. 


B ; SONG 


Rat 
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SONG 23. 


1 Beg. Man. 1 Once was a poet, at London, 
I keep my heart ſtill full of glee; 
There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. 
Tol derol, &c. 
2 Beg. Man, I was once an attorney at law, 
And after, a knight of the poſt : 


Give me a briſk wench in clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rules the roaſt. 


3 Beg. Man. Make room for a ſoldier in buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about ; 
Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely——-fold out. 
4. Beg. Man, Here comes a courtier polite, fir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face; 
Now railing is all his delight, fir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 


Be. Mau. I ſtill am a merry gut- ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm: 
Tho' poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
And ſing any tune, but a pſalm. 


6 Beg. Man. I was a fanatical preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray'd; 
But my hearers had half-ſtary'd their teacher, 
For they believ'd not one word that I ſaid. 


1 Beg. Man. Who'er wou'd be merry and free, 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn; 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee, 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn. 


SONG 


1 


SONG 24. 
V HAT, tho' theſe guineas bright, ſir, 
Be heavy in my bag; 0 


My heart is ſtill the lighter, 
The more my pockets ſwag: 
Let muſty fools 
Find out by rules 
That money ſorrow brings ; 
Yet none can think 
How I love their chink ; 
Alas, poor things ! 


SONG 25. 


H O' women, *tis true, are but tender, 
Yet nature does ſtrength ſupply : 
Their will is too ſtrong to ſurrender, 1 
They're obſti nate ſtill till they die. b 
In vain you attack 'em with reaſon, 6 
Your ſorrows you only prolong ; a! 
Deſpairing is always high-treaſon, | 
No woman was e'er in the wrong. 1 
Your only relief is to hear; Ci 
And when you appear content, 
Perhaps, in compaſſion, the fair 
May perſuade herſelf into conſent. 


SONG 26. 


OE betide each tender fair, 
Who now beholds you, muſt adore ye. 
Such a ſhape and ſuch an air, 
Muſt make each beauty fall before ye. 
A 
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Narcissvs? fate, and yours were one, 
Cou'd you but your own charms diſcover, 
You'd die, as many a fop has done, 
Only of himſelf a lover. 


— 
SONG 25. 


O woman her envy can ſmother, 
Tho? never ſo vain of her charms ; 

If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms, 

New conqueſt: ſhe till muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grown leſs : 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching, 


At ſight of another's ſucceſs. 
But nature deſign'd, 
In love to mankind, | 
That different beauties ſhould move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, 
None ever ſhould reign, 
Sole monarch in empire or love. 


Then learn to be wiſe, 
New triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due, 
If one can't pleaſe, 
You'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two. 


SONG 28. R 


Rach. May your miſtreſs ne'er deny, 
The ſuit, which you ſhall hambly move! 
Mer. And may the faireſt virgins vye, 
And be ambitious of your love! 
Rach. If honour lead, 
Mer. May you ſucceed, Mer. 


KY HJ 
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Rach, By love inſpir'd, with conqueſt crown'd 
Mer. And when you wed, 

Rach. Your bridal bed 

Both. With wealth, and endleſs joys abound. 


SON. 20 


To Rach, OME hither pretty maid, with a black 
rolling eye: 
Aſide, What a look was there! does all my ſenſes 
| charm. 
To Mer, Come hither pretty dear, for I ſwear I long to 
try 
A little, little love, which will do thee child, 
no harm. 
To Rach. That air, that grace, 
To Mer. That lovely milk white ſkin ! 
Oh! which ſhall I embrace ? 
To both, Oh! where ſhall I begin! 
For if I ſtay 
I both of them muſt wooe 
I had better run away, 
Than deal at once with two. 


Aſide. 


SONG 20. 
1 Rach. 'D AN nothing, ſir, move you, our ſorrows 


to mend ? : 
Have you nothing to give? have you nothing te 
lend ? \ 
Mer. You ſee the ſad fate we poor damſels endure, 
Can't charity move you to grant us a cure ? 
Rach. My heart does ſo heave, Pm afraid it will break! 
Of victuals we've ſcarce had a morſe! this week. 
1 Mer. 
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Mer. How hard is your heart! how unkind is your eye! 
If nothing can move you, good fir, to comply. 


SONG 31. 


Rach, OU'D you hurt a tender creature, 
Whom your charity ſhou'd ſave ? 


Mer. Is it in your gentle nature 
Thus to triumph o'er a ſlave ? 
Rach. Fye, for ſhame, fir! 


Mer. You're to blame, fir, ; 

Can your worſhip ſtoop ſo low ? 
Rach. Tho? you're above me, 
Mer. *T will behove me, 


Still to anſwer, no, no, no! 


SONG 32. 


HE tuneful lark, who from her neſt, 


Ere yet well fledg'd, is ſtol'n away, 
With care attended and careſs'd, 
She ſometimes ſings the live-long day. 


Yet fill her native fields ſhe mourns, 
Her goaler hates, his kindneſs ſcorns, 
| Fox freedom pants, for freedom burns. 


That darling freedom once obtain'd, 
Unſkill'd, untaught to ſearch for prey, 

She mourns the liberty ſhe gain'd, 

And hungry, pines her hours away. 


Helplefs, the little wand'rer flies. 
Then homeward turns her longing eyes, 
And warbling out her grief, ſhe dies. 


8 
f 


© Fs 


O H! turn your eyes on me, and view my diſtreſs ! 


Did you know my hard fate, you would pity my 
caſe, | 


Such a kind hearted gentleman ſure would grant 
To a tender young virgin, whate'er ſhe did want. 


SONG 34. 


H, hear my ſtory, gentle lady, 
I am a wealthy farmer's ſon ; 
Who once was gay, and rich as may be, 
But now by love I am undone. 
Reduc'd to want and wretchedneſs, 
And ſtarv'd muſt be, 
Unleſs you grant to my diſtreſs 
Your charity. 


SONG 35. 
I Like a gentleman did live, 
I ne'er did beg before; 


Some ſmall relief you ſure might give, 
That would not make you poor. 


SONG 36. 
wp 


Y daddy is gone to his grave; 
My mother lies under a ftone ; 
And never a penny J have, 
Alas! I am quite undone. 


My lodging is in the cold air, 
And hunger is ſharp, and bites ; 
A little fir, good fir, ſpare, 


> To keep me warm o' nights. SONG 
JS 


3.1 
SONG 39. 


S there on earth a pleaſure, 
Dearer than virtue's fame ? 
In vain's the real treaſure, 
When we have loſt the name. 
Then let each maid maintain it, 
Twill aſk the niceſt care; 
Once loſt, ſhe'll ne'er regain it, 
All, all is then deſpair. 


SONG 38. 


Made love to Kare, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late ſhe'd a mind to me. 
I met her on the green in her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; 
Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to blame? 
Had you been in my place you'd have done the ſame. 


As I fonder grew ſhe began to prate, 


Quoth ſhe, VII marry you, if you will marry KATER; 
But then I laugh'd and ſwore I lov'd her more than fo, 
For tied each to a rope's end 'tis tugging too and fro: 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to blame, 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd and ſaid, ſhe. was wond'rous ſick, 
Dicxy Kar led, Kar ſhe led Dick, 
Long we toy'd and play'd, under yonder oak, 
KATx loſt the game, though ſhe play'd in joke; 


For there we did alas! what I dare not 


name, 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame, 


Fal, lal, &c. 


SONG 
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SONG 39. 


EALOUSY, like a canker-worm, 
Nips the tender flower of love ; 
Jealouſy, raging like a ſtorm, 

Prayer's can't mollify, tears can't move. 
Love is the root of pleaſures and joys ; 
Jealouſy all its fruit deſtroys : 

Tis love, love, jealouſy, love, 
Our heav'n or hell till prove. 


SONG 40. 


H O' ladies look gay, when of beauty they boaſt, 
And miſers areEnvy'd when wealth is encreas'd ; 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt; 
And the miſer's a wretch, when he pays for the feaſt, 
The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair, 
May pity beſpeak, but envy can't move; 
My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 
No more my fond heart is deſiring, 
Than freedom, content, and the man that I love. 


SONG ar. 
Hill. HA all men are beggars, you plainly 
may ſee. 


For beggars there are of ev'ry degree, 
Tho? none are ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as we. 
Which no body can deny. 


inc. The tradeſman, he begs that his wares you wou'd 
buy; | 
Then begs you'd believe the price is not high ; 
And ſwears tis his trade, when he tells you a lye. 
Which no body can deny. | 
Hill. 
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Hill, The lawyer he begs you would give him a fee, 
Tho' he reads not your brief, and regards no: 
your plea ; 
Then adviſes your foe how to get a decree. 
Which no body can deny. 


Mer. The courtier, he begs for a penſion a place, 
A ribbon, a title, a ſmile from his grace, 
*T1s due to his merit, 'tis writ in his face, 
Which no body fhou'd deny. 


Rach. But if by miſhap, he ſhould chance to get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the nation's undone. 
There's but one honeſt man—And himſelf 1s that 


One. > 
Which no body dares deny. 


Am. The fair one, who labours whole mornings at 
home, 
New charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe *tis her natural bloom. 
Which no body ſhowd deny. 


Hill. The lover he begs the dear nymph to comply, 
She begs he'd be gone; but her languiſhing eye 
Still begs he would ſtay—for a maid ſhe can't die, 
Which none but à fool would deny. 


SONG 432. 


Hill. 8 URE, by that ſmile my pains are over! 

Rach. Don't be too ſure. 

Hill. Wou'd you then kill a faithful lover? 

Rach, Wait for cure. 

Hill, Women, regardleſs of our fate, 
Often prove kind, but kind too late. 


Rach. 
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Rach, Women alaſs ! too ſoon ſurrender! 


Hill.. That I deny. 
Rach. Men oft betray a heart too tender, 
Hill. Take me and try. 


Rach. Love is a tyrant, under whoſe ſway, 
They ſuffer leait, who beſt obey. 


N 43. 


HE greateſt ſcill in life, 
For avoiding noiſe and ſtrife, 
Is to know when a man ſhou'd be dumb, dumb, dumb, 
When a knave to gain his end, 
Sifts you to betray your friend, 
Let your anſwer be only, mum, mum, mum. 
Wou'd you try to perſuade 
A preity, pretty Maid, 
As ripe as a peach or a plumb, plamb, plumb ? 
Youv'e nothing more to do, 
But to ſwear you will be true, 
And then you may kiſs ! but mum, mum, mum. 


SON G 44. 
Heart, HERE was a maid, and ſhe went to the 
mill, 


Sing trolly, lolly, lolly, lolly lo. 
The mill turn'd round, but the maid ſtood ſtill. 
Cla. Oh ho! did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſo? 


Heart. The miller he kiſs'd her, away ſhe went; 

Sing trolly, &c. 

The maid was well pleas'd and the miller content. 
Cla, Oh ho! was he ſo, Sc. 


Heart. 
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Heart. He danc'd, and he ſung, while the mill went 
clack ; 
Sing trolly, &c. 
And he cheriſt'd his heart with a cup of old ſack ; 
Cla. Oh ho! did he ſo, Cc. 


SONG 45+ 


O knight, to ſquire, and to genteels here 
We wiſh our play may with content appear ; 
We promiſe you no daiaty wit of court, 
Nor city pageantry, nor country ſport ; 
But a plain piece of action, very ſhort and ſweet, 
In ſtory true, you'll know it when you ſee't. 


SON G 46. 


LD ſack, and old ſongs, and a merry old crew, 
Will fright away cares, when the ground looks 


blue. 
SONG 47. 
LASS! fir, I have prov'd your clown, 
Ey'd him 


Try'd him, 
But muſt own, 
So wretched a mortal ne'er was known; 
J had been with him undone, 
If I muſt in bondage be, 
To chuſe my chains at leaſt I'm free; 
Since I am willing 
To be billing, 
Here's the man, the man for me. 


Ye 


Y 
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SONG 48. 


HAT haſte you were in to be doing, 
When two at a time you were "rug ; 
You men are ſo keen, 
When once you begin, 
You fancy you ne'er ſhall have done. 


What haſte you were in to be billing, 
With two at a time for a ſhilling ; 
Yet quickly you'd find, 


If any prov'd kind; 
You'd work enough meet with in one. 
SONG 49. 


HE AR TY. to 
the men. 


OW then tell him fairly, 


You will love *em dearly, 
May each of them be yearly 


Mother of a boy. 


To the women, Ladies fair, adieu t'ye, 
Manage well your beauty, 
Keep your ſpouſes true t'ye : 
Be their only joy. 


To OLpaxenTs. Come my lads be merry, 
Bring us ſack and ſherry ; 
Call the pipe and tabor ; 
Now, fir, cut a caper : 
Here ends all your labour, | 
This happy wedding day. 


End of the Songs in the FOVIAL CREW. 


SONG 
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SONG 5o. On the Spaw at Caftle-Conncll in th; 
county of Limerick. 


E beaux and belles of Mallow-vells, 


Who daily ill heap on ill; | C 
If you've a mind, true health to find, 
Come quick to Ca/tle-Connell. 1 


Such beauties here, around appear, 
'That you can ſcarce go one ell ; 

But you muſt ſwear, for water, air, 
There's nought like Ca/tle-Connell, 


Here numbers come, on ſaddle ſome, G 
And ſome without one pannel ; 

But all are found, ſoon heal and ſound, | 

By wond'rous Caft/e-Connell. , 


If p-—x or ſtone, with many a groan, ] 
Obftru& your aching channel; 

By drinking free, you'll quickly ſee, 
Th' effects of Caf?/e-Connell. N 


Oft have have I ſcen, the ſickneſs green, 
And beau, wrapp'd up in flannel, 

Without a drug, look fair and ſmug; 
And all by Caſtle- Connell. N 


Our waters can, ſoon make a man, 
Briſk as the fam'd Mac-Doxner * 
And ladies may, I boldly ſay, 
Get heirs at Caſtle- Connell, 


Let 


* Alluding to a ſong on the earl of ANTR1M, whoſe family nate 
is Mac-DoxxEL. | 
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Let empty blades, with addled heads, 
2 Swill liquors like a funnell; 
We at this ſpring, quaff health, and ſing 
Succeſs to Caſtle-Connell. 


Our bark we ſteer, with mirth, good cheer, 
Whilſt love ſits on the gunnel ; 

Thus ſpend the day, in ſportive play, 
And health at Ca/tle-Connell, 


SONG 51. Sung in the Way to keep him. 


TTEND all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art, 
To bind every fancy with eaſe in your chains, 

To hold in ſoft fetters the conjugal heart, 
And baniſh from HYmen his doubts and his pains. 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 
At firſt ſhe was handſome, ſhe charming became; 
It taught her with ſcill the ſoft paſſions to move, 
To kindle at once and to keep up the flame. 


'Tis this magic ſecret gives th? eyes all their fire, 
Lends the voice-melting accents, impaſſions the kiſs ;; 
Gives the mouth the ſweet ſmiles, that wakens deſire, 
And plants round the fair, each incentive to bliſs. 


Thence flows the gay chat, more than reaſon that charms ; 
The eloquent bluſh, that can beauty improve, 

The ſond ſigh, the fond vow, the ſoſt touch that alarms, 
The tender diſdain the renewal of love. 


Ye fair take the ceſtus, and practiſe its art; 
The mind unaccompliſh'd, meer features are vain; 
Exert your ſwcet power, you conquer each heart, 
And the loves, joys, and graces, ſhall walk in your 
train, 


et 


SONG 
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SONG 52. Another copy of the preceding ſong. 


TTEND, all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art 
To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe in your chains, 
To hold in ſoft fetters the conjugal heart, 
And baniſh from Hymen his doubts and his pains. 


Good-humour wall light up a magical fire; 
It ſweetens the voice and impaſſions the kiſs : 
The mouth ſweetly ſmiling awakens deſire, 
And beauty diſplays each incentive to bliſs. 


Ye fair, take the hint which I freely impart : 
Neglecting to pleaſe, other efforts are vain : B 
Exert but good- humour, you'll conquer the heart; | 
And love, with the graces, will dance in your train. 


SONG 53. The way to keep him. 
E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart; | 
Fer once attentive be a-while, 
To what I now impart. 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 

And Is ABEL from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears. 

The youthful blood begins to flow, 

She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt ; 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; ©1000 
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SONG 56. Sung in the ſame. 


HE chains of leve we wear with pleaſure, 
Whene'er the charmer meets our fire: 
But beauty grows a fading treaſure, 
When jealous fears diſturb defire. 


SONG 57. Sung in the ſans. 


Y boſom, like the ocean, 
When ſway'd by gentle motion, , 
No jealous tempeſt knew ; 
But, wak'd from this deluſion, 
Revenge, to her confuſion, 
Shall, like a ſtorm, enſue. 


SONG 58. Sung in the ſame. 


The rapture of poſſeſſing, 
Endleſs beauty, endleſs charms ; 
Oh the pleaſure paſt expreſſing, 
Take me to thy faithful arms, 
Oh bleſt reward of all my pains, 
The thorn is gone, the roſe remains. 


SONG 59. The Biter Bit. 


HEN Srerhox to CLot made love his pre- 
_ tence, 

"Twas all but a ſham, his chief aim was her pence : 

For twelve thouſand pounds the ſly gypſy did paſs, 

And he topt as much, with an impudent face. 


And thus for a while they both lay on the catch, 
Till at length they conſented, and ſtruck up a match; 
But ſoon to their coſt, for all their deep wit, | 
He found himſelf trapt, ſhe found herſelf bit. Such 
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Such wedlock's a banter, the wiſe make no doubt, 
And thoſe that get in, would be glad to get out; 


. *T'was ever confeſs'd, ſince the world firſt began, 
Your fortunes are bites, ſo bite as bite can. 


Soldier and citizen, lawyer and ſquire, 
Both ſexes for money each other admire ; 
All ſpread out their ſnares, in hopes to trapah ; 
The world's all a cheat, and ſo cheat as cheat can. 


SONG 60. Imitation of TaEOCRITUS, by th: 
late Mr. Jamts Hervey. _ 


HEN ſnows deſcend, and robe the fields, 
In winter's bright array ; 
Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 
And weeps itſelf away. 
When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And ſhed a rich perfume; 
How ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt, 
How ſhort liv'd is the bloom ! 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer-roſe, 
Hangs wither'd e're 'tis noon ; 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone. 

With gilding fire, the evening ſtar 
Streaks the autumnal ſkies ; 

Shook from the ſphere, it darts away, 
And in an inſtant dies. 


Such are the charms that fluſh the cheek, 
And ſparkle in the eye; 

So, from the lively finiſh'd form 

The tranſient graces fly. 


he 
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To this the ſeaſons, as they roll, 
Their atteſtation bring ; 

They warn the fair, their ev'ry round, 
Confirms the truth I ſing. 


SONG 61. The Coquette, 


OR Froxrimer, ſo fair of late, 
To figh was all the faſhion ; 

The witty, handſome, brave and great, 

By turns declar'd their paſſion : 
From court, from camp, from grove, from plain, 

By crowds of ſwains ſurrounded, 
"Twas ſtill her pride each heart to pain, 

But heal not one ſhe wounded. 


But now grown old, ſhe'd fain repair 
Her loſs of time and pleaſure ; 

With willing eyes and wanton air, 
Inviting every gazer. 

With practis'd ſmiles ſhe ſoon beguiles, 
From froſt to fire relenting ; 

No billing dove more pants for love, 
Before ſhe's afk d conſenting. 


But love's a ſummer flower that dies, 
With the firſt weather changing ; 

The lover, like the ſwallow flies, 
From ſun to ſan ſtill ranging. 

From hence, fince youth will ſoon away, 
Ye fair, this leſſon borrow, 

The haughty maid that's aſk'd to-day, 

Conſents too late to-morrow. 


ee 1 
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SONG 62. 


YRTILLA, demanding the aid of my pen, 


To tell what of her were the thoughts of the men, 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my tune, 


And write panegyric, as well as lampoon ; 
With candor deſcribing the woman I ſee, 


When I ſteal feom my glaſs to MyzxT1LLa and tea. 


If the eye's ſweet employ to the ſoul gives delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to fight ; 
How kind is my fair one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, 


Her aim is but nature's amendment of dreſs : 


Tho? oft in the ſtructure miſtaking the plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhould give pleaſure to man. 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 


Her good-humour'd prattle is mulic to me; 


Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 
His cell, and high views, for that heaven below. 
But when out of temper, and boiſt'rous and bold, 


Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


Like dew to the flowers, is love to mankind, 
Each ſenſe's enjoyment in woman we find; 
Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fair, 
Unfetter the heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let nature the ſctence of pleaſing direR, 

A charm ill diſplay'd, ſoon becomes a defect. 
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All the Songs in the Maſque of BRITAN- 
NIA. By Mr. MALLET. 


SONG 63. 


WAKE! ariſe! nor longer wear 
This downcaſt look, this doubtful air, 
That cloud thy native charms. 
Reſume the trident of the main ; 
Or, gaily-dreadful on the plain, 
Shine out again in arms! 


SONG 64. 


E T not punic arts amuſe thee ; 
Let not punic oaths abuſe thee : 
Graſp thy ſhield, and ſhake thy ſpear ! 
Should a faithleſs friend inyade thee, 
All—yes, all thy ſons ſhall aid thee : 
What has Britain then to fear? 


SONG 65. 


H' inſpiring hope my boſom warms : 
What can a world, a world in arms, 
At ſea, on land, to me oppoſe, 


When Britiſb boſoms, Britiſh hearts incloſe ? 


SONG 66. 


E T each ſofter note be dumb 
Let deep ſilence reign around 
[4 full pauſe of all the inflruments. 
Then loudly wake the thundering drum ! 
Then ſwell the trumpet's nobleſt ſound ! 
| - \'C a Prolong, 


I 


Prolong, prolong 
The magic ſong ! 

Raiſe high to heav'n it's potent train ! 
Till martial heat 
Conſenting beat 

In every Briton's every vein ! 


SONG 57. 


DIE U for a while to the town and its trade; 
Adieu to the meadow and rake : 
Our country, my boys, calls aloud for our aid; 
And ſhall we that country forſake ? 


It never was known, that true hearts like our own 
From hardſhips or hazards would flinch : 

Let our foes then unite ; we will ſhew them in fight, 
What Britons can do at a pinch. 


A ſlave may he be, who will not agree 
To join with his neighbours and ſing, 

That the brave and the free, —ſuch, Britons, are we— 
« Live but for their country and king !” 


SONG. 68. 


IDE over this bright aëreal ſcene, 
Let only zephir wave the wing : 
And let all ocean be ſerene, 
To honour her aſcending king. 


SON G 69. 


NSPIRE the vocal ſhell! 
Let harmony explore 


| Her ſacred ſtore, 
Through all its moving, mazy ſwell : 


11 


For ſounds that warm 
Exalt and charm 
The ſoul untouch'd before! 


Then roll their riſing flow from ecchoing ſhore to ſhore ! 


SONG y70. 


HOSE beſt ſons of Britain, bold, open, and brave, 
Who dare the loud tempeſt, and ſtem the rough 
wave, 
Theirs is the ſound bottom, on which to rely ; 
And theirs the firm heart that will conquer or die ! 


»d UN VG 71. 


1. Sail, I S our country that calls us : her voice 
we obey. 
When ſhe wants our aid; ſhall a ſa'tor ſay nay ? 
With the foes of old Eagla d our rulers may cope, 
While a ſword we can brandiſh, or handle a 
rope : | 

For Britain ſhall find us, both body and ſoul, 
As true to her cauſe, as our fteel to it's pole. 


2. Sail. Dares the coxcomb in heart, dares the capering 
ſlave 
Deſpiſe us plain fellows, whom freedom makes 
brave ? ; 
Huzza ! gallant hearts : let the triflers behold 
Such Engliſhmen now, as they fled from of old. 


3. Sail. From the miſtreſs we love, from the monarch 
we ſerve, 
No diſtance, no danger ſhall e' er make us ſwerve, 
Let landmen delight in deceit and grimace, 
Attempt at your throat, while they laugh in 
your face; 
C 3 | Too 


. 


Too honeſt for art, and too gallant for guile, 
We frown where we hate, as we love where we ſmile, 
Cho. Then—ours is the bottom, on which to rely; 
And ours the ſound heart, that will conquer or die. 


po 
SU NG 72. 


Nancy. EAR me, gallant ſailor, hear me ! 


While your country has a foe, 
He is mine too—never fear me; 


I may weep : but you ſhall go. 


SUKEY. Tho? this flowery ſeaſon wooes ye 
To the gentler ſports of May, 
And love ſighs, ſo long to loſe ye— 
Honour calls: let love obey. 


1. Sail, Can the ſons of Britain fail her, 
While her daughters are ſo true ? 
Your ſoft courage muſt avail her : 


We love glory loving you. 


2. Sail, War and danger now invite us: 
Blow, ye winds ; for Britain blow! 
Every gale will moſt delight us, 
That wafts us ſooneſt to the foe ! 


SONG 73. 
HEN, away from idle pleaſures : 


You arg bent on nobler meaſures, 
And muſt now your worth approve. 
Teach theſe peacetyl ſhores to wonder, 
At the cannon's mortal thunder : 
'Tis the muſic Buitons love. 


End of the Songs in BRITANNIA. 
SONG 
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SONG 74, Sung in the pantomime of the Fair, 
in the character of a recruitiug ſerjeant. Wrote du- 
ring the late war. By Paul. WHITEHEAD, eſq; 


Tune : the Twitcher. 


N ſtory we're told, 
How our monarchs of old, 
O'er France ſpread her royal domain, 
But no annals can ſhew, 
Their pride laid fo low, 


As when brave Georce the ſecond did reign, brave 


boys ! 
As when brave GeorGt the ſecond did reign, 


Of Roman and Greck, 
Let fame no more ſpeak, 
How their arms the old world did ſubdue ; 3 
Thro' the nations around, 
Let our trumpets now ſound, 


How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys! 


Now Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 

Our cannon's loud mouth, 
Shall the rights of our monarch maintain : 

On America's ſtrand, 

AmMunERSsT limits the land, 
BosCAWEN gives law on the main, brave boys ! 
BosCAwevx gives law on the main. 


Each port and each town 
We ſtill make our own; 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
Guardalupe, Senegal, 
Quebeck's mighty fall, 
C 4 
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Shall prove we've no equal in war, brave boys ! 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 


Though ConrLans did boaſt, 
He'd conquer our coaſt, 
Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute; 
Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
Then bounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Ergliſs ſalute, brave wo! 
And gave him an Exgliſb ſalute. 


At Minden ye know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals : 
Tho” they cry'd Britiſb bands, 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels, morblieu ! 
Begar we can beat them in heels. 


While our heroes from home, 
F For laurels now roam, 
Should the flat- bottom boats but appear; 
Our militia ſhall ſhew 
No wooden- ſhoe foe, 
Can with freedom in battle compare, brave boys! 
Can with freedom in battle compare. 


Our fortunes and lives, 
Our children and wives, 
To defend is the time now or never; 
Then let each volunteer 
To the drum-head repair ; 
King GeorGt and old Ergland for ever, brave boys! 
King Georce and old Ergland for ever. 


SONG 


L- $7.1 


: 


S CoLin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the woods choriſters warble and fing ; 
Young PHzBet he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 
And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid. 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winter's I fairly can count ; 
Was ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ? 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 
Sworn votaries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards and ſee me a maid ? 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue, 
Can do what you pleaſe, both with right and with wrong? 
'Can it be by law or equity ſaid, 
That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid ? 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent kill, 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill ; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 


Ve fops I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong; 


Ve ecchoes of eccio, and ſhadows of ſhade, 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a maid. 


Young CoLin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief like a kind-hearted ſwain 
And PREBE well-pleas'd is no longer afraid, 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


C 5 SONG 
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SONG 76. Cxok's noble choice. 


HE beau, with his delicate womaniſh face, 

Whoſe merit all lies in a feather and lace; 
The proud, the immora!, the coward, the vain, 
May ſue for my love, but will meet my diſdain. 


The dunce I deteſt, and whoſe wit 1s ſevere, 
T ſicken whenever a ſycophant's near. 


The brute that's ill-manner'd, diſorders me much, 
And I'd die an old maid e'er I'd couple with ſuch. 


But he in whom ſenſe and politeneſs are join'd, 
Whoſe ſtudy has been to embelliſh his mind; 


Whoſe pleaſures ne'er injure his health nor his purſe, 
Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 


Whoſe wit has no gall, and whoſe tongue no deceit, 
Whoſe nature is noble, his conduct diſcreet ; 
Ne'er knew any fear, but to hurt or offend: 
If he queſtions my heart, he will find it his friend. 


SONG 77. Sung in the character of PATIENCE 
| in HENRY the VIIIth. 


OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe; 
All his joys are mix'd with ſmart ; 
Thorns beneath his roſes blow : 
Serpent-like he ſtings the breaſt 
Where he's harbour'd and careſs'd, 


SONG 
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SONG 78. Corvypon and PHEBE. 


Cory DON. 


PHEBE. 


CoRYDON. 


PHEBE» 


E LL met deareſt Pur RE, ah! why 
in ſuch haſte ? 
The woods and the meadows all day have 


I trac'd, : 
In ſearch of my fair one; then nothing re- 


mains, 
But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt pains. 


Why! how now, bold Cory bon, what do 
, you mean? 
Should a damſel, like me, juſt turn'd of 
nineteen, 
Be ſeen all alone with a man, I'm afraid, 
The world wou'd ſoon think me no longer 
a maid, 


Let 'em think as they pleaſe, *twill prove 
all a lye, 

You are not alone, for chaſte CVNTHIA is 
by; 

She'll judge of our actions; then drive a 
way fear; | 

No harm is intended to PEBE I ſwear. 


No, no, ſubtile ſwain, you may ſay what 
you will, 
Kneel, lye, ſwear and flatter, and try all 
your ſkill, 
Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to- 
know, 
Fd die firſt a virgin; — ſo pray let me go. 


CoRYD0N.. 
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Coxypon, Why Pats, ſuch thoughts I ne'er had in 


my head, E 
I meant but to know if to-morrow you'd 2 
wed; I 
But, ſince you won't hear me, I'll bid you 
adieu, 
And find out ſome other that's kinder than 5 
you. | N 
PREBE. Return gentle ſhepherd, a few moments ſtay, 
Pll venture to yield, if you mean as you ſay; 
Let to-morrow then come, at church you 1 
mall find, 7 
That ſhe you think cruel yet ſtill may be J 
kind. 
Duetto. O PnreBus! vouchſafe to accept of our , 
boon ! 1 
Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering 1 
moon! 
And when thy bright face ſhall appear in 
the ſky, \ 
With rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial tie, 
SON G 79. Stick a pin there, a 
, * e e 
3 HEN tutor'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes ſaid, ; 


There's money bid. for thee, girl, hold up thy 
head ; 


$he laid out my work with a houſewifely care, 
And making a mark, bid me ſtick a»pin there, 


The humour ſo pleas'd me, however abſurd, 
That, in ſpight of my teeth, it became a cant word; 
And once, when the parſon had ended his pray'r, 
I could not help calling out, ſtick a pin there, He 


* 


* N * 
2 
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He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd ;: 
His pardon I aſk'd, but my ſorrow was feign'd ; 
And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 
I flily ſtoop'd down, and did ſtick a pin there. 


«© Twas better by half than a play or a farce, 
© To ſee him jump up with the pin in his , 
e Ard hear him demand, with a moſt furious air, 
«© What b—ch, d—mn her body, had ſtuck a pin there.“ 


I met my dear Jack in a held of new hay, 
He kiſs'd me and teas'd me with amorous play ; 
A green gown he gave me, and {wore it was fair: 
Hold, ſirrah, ſaid I, would you ſtick a pin there? 


He often attempted to ruffle my charms, 
As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms ; 
But ſooner or later he'll baffle my care, 
For Jack is the lad-—but ſtick a pin there. 


SONG 80. ORPHEvus and URYDICE. 


HEN Os RR us went down to the regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee ; 

He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 

To ſet his Uxypice free. | 
All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon fo wiſe 

Should ſo raſhly endanger his life, 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurprize! 

When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old Pruro long puzzl'd his brain; 

But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again. 


But 
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But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 


And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 


He took her again, in reward for his art : 


Such power had muſic in hell. 


SONG 81. On the ſame flory. 


N days of old, as poets tell, 

That OrPneus went down to hell 
To ſeek his wife, nor could he gueſs, 
To find her in a likelier place. 

Down he went ſinging, as they ſay, 
And trolling ballads all the way. 

No wonder that——the reaſon's clear, 
For then he was a widower. 


Timber and ſtones with ſpeed did fly, 
After his noble harmony : 
The ſelf-ſame thing I've ſeen beſal 
The wofulſ ſcraper of them all. 
To hell he came, and told his « (+, 
Torment and pain trait quit the place; 
Each fiend was happy, whea compar'd 
With ſuch a wretched, wedded brd. 


Puro with his requeſt comply'd, 
But him to theſe conditions ty'd, 


That he ſhould take, but not look on her; 


Both hard commande to man of honour, 
So on the loving couple went, 
He led her up the iteep aſcent : 


For when the man does downward ſtray, 


The woman always leads the way. 


The fond wretch turn'd his head too ſoon :- 


If *twas on purpoſe, *twas well done; 
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But if by chance, a hit indeed, 
That did beyond his hopes ſucceed. 
Happy the married wight that e'er 
Once comes to be a widower ; 
But twice of one wife to get free, 
Is luck in its extremity, 


SONG 82. On the ſame flory, 


OND Oxnntvs went, as poets tell, 
To bring Eur ynice from hell; 
There he might hope to find a wife 
The peſt and bane of human life. a 


The damn'd from all their pains were eas'd, 
Not that his muſick ſo much pleas'd, 
But that the oddneſs of the matter 
Had juſtly made the wonder greater. 


PLuTo enrag'd, that any he 
Should enter his dominions free, 
And to inflict the ſharpeſt pain, 
Made him a huſband once again. 


But yet, in juſtice to his voice, 
He left it ſtill within his choice ; 
If, as a curſe, he'd not refuſe her, 
And taught him by a look to loſe her, 


SONG 83. On the ſame flory. 


V HEN Ox rRHREAus went down to the regions below, 
| To bring back the wife that he lov'd ; 


Old PLuTo confounded, as hiſtories ſhew, g 
To find that his muſic ſo mov'd: 
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That a woman ſo good, ſo virtuous and fair, 
Shou'd be by a man thus trapann'd, 
To give up her freedom for ſorrow and care; 
He own'd ſhe deſerv'd to be damn'd. 


For puniſhment he never ſtudy'd a whit, 
The torments of hell had not pain 

Sufficient to curſe her; ſo PLuTo thought fit 
Her huſband ſhould have her again, 

But ſoon he compaſſion'd the woman's hard fate, 
And knowing of mankind ſo well, 

He recall'd her again, before *twas too late, 
And ſaid, ſhe'd be happier in hell. 


SONG 84. On the ſame flory. 


OUNG Oxenevs tickl'd his harp ſo well, 
He gain'd fair UX Y DIE out of hell, 

With a twinkum, twankum, twang : 

Had ſhe been honeſt, as ſhe was fair, 


*T would have been a great wonder ſhe eier came there, 
With a twinkum, Oc. 


But *tis to be fear'd ſhe prov'd a ſcold, 
And therefore the devil had got her in hold: 
But for fear ſhe ſhould poiſon all hell with her tongue, 
The devil releas'd her for an old ſong. 
Which was twinkum, twinkum, twinkum, twinkum, 
twinkum, twinkum, twankum, twang. 


SONG 85. The Shadwell-Tar's ' farewell. 


HEN we, deareſt NEL, ſhall be parted, 
Oh think not that ill can betide; 
Tis death thus to ſee thee ſad-hearted, 


Tho' I fear not a French broadſide. We're 


Ne 
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We're going to plow the rough ocean, 
In ſearch of a treacherous foe ; 

Reſolv'd when his fleet is in motion, 
To give it a terrible blow. 


CHORUS. 


With cannon by fate well directed, 

Well curb the proud navy of France; 
Defeat the invaſion projected, 

And teach the monſieurs a new dance. 


Near Mile-End Green, when robbers ſurrounded, 


This ſtick, cut from tough Britiſb oak, 
Their clubs and their piſtols confounded, 

And fell'd two huge thieves at a ſtroke. 
This brave oaken towel ſo luſty, 

Which cou'd ſuch mean villians withſtand, 
Will ſurely deal blows ſtout and luſty, 

On thoſe who would ravage our land. 


How blithe lives the bold Britiſb ſailor, 
Good flip and good punch his delight : 
He dreads not on board a ſtern goaler, 
But ſings on from morning till night. 
Whilſt Frenchmen in galleys are ſighing, 
Condemn'd to the oar and the chain, 
Their officers heed not their crying, 
But laſh them the more they complain, 


But hark ! Szepney bells are a ringing ; 
The gale wafts the ſweet muſick nigher : 
Methinks I to battle am ſpringing, | 
Oh the ſound ſets my ſoul all on fire, 


Ring 
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Ring louder, ye bells, O ring louder, 
And victory muſt be our own: 

Whilſt Frenchmen exhauſting their powder, 
Their ſignal defeat ſhall bemoan. 


One kiſs, deareſt NEIL, and I leave you; 
Take care of our Diek and Nan, 
By NeeTunNE, I'll never deceive you, 
But toaſt you in every cann. 
When I in my hammock am rolling, 
I'll dream of NELLY my dove; 
Abroad never once go a ſtrolling, 
Hut come back quite brimful of love. 


SONG $6. Fair HEBRE. 


DN AIR Hg I left with cautious defign, 
To eſcape from her charms and to drown 'em in 
wine, : 
I try*d it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head and ſtill love in my heart, 
I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe and each circumſtance weigh'd; 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 
That HERE was faireſt of all that was fair, 


That's a truth reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
I.came for a counſel to find out a fault \ 
If that's all quoth reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault with HesBz, would torfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas! of relief- from my pain, 
While like light'ning ſhe darts thro? each throbbing vein, 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms, 


SONG 
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SONG 87. Admiral Hawke's welcome home, in 
1759. By Mr. Lockman. 


EHOLD where Britannia points joyful her lance, 
In maritime pomp, behold NeeTune advance, 
To land his lov'd hero from the coaſt of France. 


CHorRUs. Welcome, brave Hawke to Old England, 
To Old England, 


O wwelcome, brave Hawke. 


His hero, who more than two-thirds of the year, 
Deſpiſing CoxnrLans, before Bre/? did appear, 


There brav'd foes and ſtorms, ever ſtranger to fear, 


November the zoth, while clouds rattling flew, * 
The French, who had meanly ſtole out, came in view, 
When, fierce as a lion, to charge them he flew. 


Mid the thunder of winds, and the rage of the ſea, 
Mid rocks, darkneſs, all that can horrible be, 
Yet a battle to riſk, how intrepid was he! 


But the juncture he knew would admit no delay, 
His virtue, his honour cried, ©* Shew no diſmay, 
Since the weal of three realms may depend on this day. 


Loud bellow'd our cannon, as loud th' ocean roar'd, 
A panic ſeiz'd ev'ry poor monſieur on board, 
When the few that engag'd ſoon for quarter implor'd. 


Five ſhips did reluctant the combat ſuſtain, 
While eight trembling ſneak'd up the river Vilaine, 
And the reſt flew like feathers all over the main. 


The mighty blow ſtruck, all invaſion was o'er; 
The French, ſure, will think of Armada's no more, 
But, bankrupts compleat, their own folly deplore, 
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| No more, hapleſs Lzwis, thy ſquadrons prepare, 


| To face valiant Hawke, not a Frenchman cou'd dare, B) 
| Since himſelf took three king's off Cape Finiſterre. n 
| | 
OrFoRD, TorRinGTON, Axsox, for victories won, 
| Found noble reward, and with high honours ſhone ; A 
| How gracious a courſe has our admiral run ? T 
I 
With the thanks of the king, this great action waz: 
crown'd, W 
With the thanks of the commons, their houſe did re- [ 
ſound, * 
And the voice that pronounc'd them will fly the world 
round. T 
* © 
All hail, our bright zra, the fam'd fifty-nine ! A 
All hail, Hawxe's companions, how greatly ye ſhine! T 
All hail, GzorGe the ſecond, what glory is thine ! 
All the Songs in the SHEPHERD's ( 
LOTTERY. 2 
9 SONG 88. * 
| HAT beauties does my nymph diſcloſe ? T 


Leſs fair the ſilver lilly blows ; 

K Such bluſhes glow not on the roſe, 

| As on the cheeks of Pa1LLi1s, 

The other day, upon the green, 

I ſaw a nymph of heav'nly mien; 

] ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 
But found it was my PRILIIs. 
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By moſſy grot with ivy bound, 
Where fragrant woodbines curl around, 
And daiſes dapple o'er the ground, 

I fit and murmur PHIUIIs. 
And when the lark with dewy wings, 
To hail the morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe, and tune the trembling ſtrings, 
vas To praiſe my deareſt PuILIIõ. 


When firſt I ſaw the blooming maid, 

I gaz'd, enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; 

on My falt'ring tongue was quite afraid 

To tell my pangs to PHILIIS. 

Then Curip aim'd his ſharpeſt dart; 
At once I felt the pleaſing ſmart, 

1e! That very hour I loſt my heart; 

And now it dwells with PriLLis. 


- 
2 — 2 — * - \ 


a | 
DARLA Iam nn AL 
- — 5 —— 


hs SONG gg. 
Let me unreſerv'd declare, ; 
)'s The dictates of my breaſt ; 


My Taysrs1s reigns unrival d there 
An ever-welcome gueſt. 

No more the ſprightly nymphs I meet, 
But ſeek the lonely grove, 

There, ſighing to myſelf, repeat, 
Some tender tale of love. 


— 


= 
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When abſent from my longing ſight, 
He 1s my conſtant theme, 

His ſhad'wy form appears by night, 
And ſhapes the morning dream; 

Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 
Deem not my words too free, 

For e'er my paſſion you arraign, 


K 8 
You muſt have lov'd like me. SON G 
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SONG do. 


Y pride is to hold all mankind in my chain; 
The conqueſt I prize, tho? the ſlaves I diſdain 
Fl teaze them and vex them, 

I'll plague and perplex them: 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
I'll ſhew them a woman's as cunning as they. 


Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycox the vain, 
By turns I encourag'd each amorous ſwain; 

Thy knelt and thy trembled, 

I ſmil'd and diſſembled. 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
P11 ſhew them a woman's as cunning as they. 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive : 

Their canting and whining, 

Their ſighing and pining, 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; 
Then prove there are women as cunning as they. 


SONG 91. 


H E drum is unbrac'd, and the trumpet no more 
Shall rouze the ſierce ſoldier to fight; 
Our meads ſhall no longer be floated with gore, 
Nor terror diſturb the calm night; 
Once more o'er our fields, gold harveſt ſhall ſhine, 
The olive, her flow'rets encreaſe ; 
Again purple cluſters ſhall bluſh on the vine— 
Theſe, theſe are the bleſſings of peace. 


The 
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The ſhepherd ſecurely now roams HI the glade, 
Or merrily pipes thro? the dale; 

The youth, in ſoft numbers, attempts the coy maid, 
The virgins dance blithe in the vale ; | 

The flow'rs with gay colours embroider the ground, 
Unpreſt by an enemy's feet; 

The bleating of ſheep from the hillocks reſound, 
And the birds their trim ſonnets repeat. 


SONG 92. 


O dear AMarYLL1s, young STREPHON had long 
Declar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong; 
He went one May morning to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment this goddeſs of love; 
Mean while in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each; can a lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his ftrain, 
"Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain : 
The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 
And the whole courſe of natyre was alter'd downright. 
*Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change; can à lower do more? 


Cron, it hap'd, was by accident there; 
No roſe-bud ſo tempting, no lilly ſo fair; 
He preſs'd her white hand, next her lips he eſſay'd, 
Nor would ſhe deny him—ſo civil the maid ! 
Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amar YLUL1S was thought of no more. 


SONG 
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SONG 93. 


E nymphs of the plain, who once ſaw me fo gay, 
1 You aſk, why in ſorrow I ſpend the whole day ? 

*Tis love, cruel love, that my peace did betray ; 

Then crown my dear PuiI 11s with willow. 
The bloom which once grac'd, has deſerted this cheek; 
My eyes no more ſparkle, my tongue can ſcarce ſpeak; 
My heart too ſo flutters, I fear it will break; 

Then crown your poor Pa1iLL1s with willow. 


Ye lovers ſo true, that attend on my bier, 
And think that my fortune has ggov'd too ſevere, 


Ah! curb not the ſigh, nor re de fond tear ; i 
Then ſtrew all the place with willow. 

Ere& me a tomb, and eng 7 25 ts ſide, 

« Here lies a poor maide love was deny'd ! 

She ſtrove to endure it d not and dy'd”— ; 
Then ſhade it with willow. 

8096. 
Tarxsis. HEN Mes dance round on the 
graſs, 7 


And revel to night's awful noon ; 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 
All by the clear light of the moon. 


Pnil Lis. My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen, 
Then can I refuſe you your boon 
PII meet you at twelve on the green, 


All by the clear light of the moon. 


The 
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The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with her tune, 
And glad of the abſence of morn 
Salutes the pale light of the moon. 


TayRs1s. How ſweet is the jeſſamin grove, 
And ſweet are the roſes of June; 
But ſweeter the language of love, 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon, 


Too flow rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilling to grant me my boon ; 
Away, envious ſunſhine, away, 
Give place to the light of the moon. 


PH1iLLIs, But ſay, will you never deceive, 
The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


TayRsis, The planets ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 
E're I prove ſo fickle a loon ; 
Believe me I'll baniſh thy fears, 
Dear maid, by the light of the moon, 


Our loves when the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their pipes ſhall attune ; 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 
Each night by the light of the moon. 


SONG ö. 


OW happy's the lover whoſe cares are no more, 
Who bids an adieu to all ſorrow ; 
My griefs are all huſnt, and my torments are o'er, 
For 1 ſhall be happy} to-morrow. 


D Each 


Duet. 
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Each flow'ret of ſpring that enamels the ground, 
From you ev'ry charm ſeems to borrow ; 
Then who will ſo bleſt or ſo happy be found, 
As I with my Dayane to-morrow. ' 


I never am happy but when in your ſight, 
Your ſmiles are the cure of all ſorrow : 


Remember, dear Dr HE, your promiſe to-night; | 


And I ſhall be happy to-morrow, 


7 


SONG 96. 


S ſoon. hope for peace *twixt- the hawk and the 


dove, 

As to find it with woman and man; 

Or. prompted by hate, or incited by love, 
They both will deceive, if they can. 

The ſhepherd forgetful of oaths and of vows, 
Will run to a face that's more new; 

And often the woman, or maiden, or ſpouſe, 
The very ſame methods purſue. 


The youth, to obtain the dear nymph he admires, 
By falſehood expreſſes his flame; 

To gain the lov'd boy, who her boſom inſpires, 
Does not Cr or exactly the ſame? 

How juſt the divifion ! man's born to perſuade 3 ; 
We liſten, -aud think him fincere ; 

But then has not nature been kind to the maid? 
She gave her the ſmile and the tear. 


Intrepid as heroes, men ſnatch at their joy, 
And force us by ſtorm to comply : 


We helpleſs poor creatures, by faſhion made coy, 


Conſent when we feebly deny. 


Like 
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Like armies drawn out, into martial array, 
The ſexes call forth all their pow'rs ; 
And if for the man goes the battle to-day, 

To-morrow the triumph 1s ours. 


SONG gy. 


Darn. AS the arrow of Curio ne'er lodg'd in 
your breaſt ; 


Have you wept for whole months, nor been 
able to reſt, 


Till the fair one took pity, and bid you be 
bleſt ? 


Speak boldly the truth, my good ſhepherd. 


Cor ix. No, that I can't brag of but all the day long 
Some miſtreſs or other has place in my ſong ; 
My paſſion's not laſting, but 'tis very ſtrong, 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 


Dark. I doubt you're a rover——if ſo, a young maid 
May fear to be with you, within this thick ſhade, 
Colix. Such beauties as yours need be never afraid; 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 


Dayn. Suppoſe a young ſhepherdeſs, juſt of my ſize, 
With an air too like mine, and a pair of ſuch 
eyes, | | 
Should like you—ſay, would you the conqueſt 
deſpiſe ? 


Speak boldly the truth, my good ſhepherd. 


Corrs: Plain dealing's a jewel, you very well know, 
And therefore pegnit me to own ere I go, 
Such a miſtreſs 1 du is, at beſt, but ſo, ſo, 

I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady, 


8 Wet Farewel, 
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Farewel, gentle maiden. 

Dayn. Farewel, thou dull ſwain, 
Go ſeek thy companions that brouze on the 

| plain. 

Corin. And J care not if e'er I behold thee again. 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 

Darn. And I care not if e'er I behold thee again. 
I ipeak the plain truth, thou dull ſhepherd. 


SONG 98. 


| ODDESS, goddeſs of the dimpling ſmile, 
Quit, ah! quit thy fav'rite Iſle ; 
Crown'd with myrtle-wreath, advance 
From the hand of giddy chance 
| Snatch the pow'r to make me bleſt; 
Be it thine to eaſe my breaſt. 


In her iv'ry car the fair queen I behold, 
Her cygnets in trappings of purple and gold; 
Diiplaying their pinions I ſee the young loves, 
All brighter than ſun-ſhine, all ſoft as her doves. 
With rapture, O Venvs, I bow at thy ſhrine; 
She whiſpers me ſoftly, young Tayrs1s is thine, 


SONG 99. 


OW giddy is youth ! yet, above all advice, 
You counſel, and counſel in vain : 
I've try'd what is wedlock, and like it ſo well 
That I'll never be marry'd again. 


The ſpouſe that I pitch'd on was comely and young, 
And ſweet as the flow'rs of the plain; 
She was wiſe, as they tell me—perhaps it might be; 
But I'll never he marry'd again. 
* Ifaw 


E 


I ſaw the poor creature laid deep in her grave; 
My tears they came pouring like rain; 

But as ſun-ſhine, you know, will foul weather ſucceed,. 
I quickly recover'd again, 


Like the caſtles of fairies it ſeems to the ſight, 
And fancy indulges the rein; | 
But, alas! when you try it, *tis all a mere cheat, 

And the ſame dull tale over again. 


Sg. ON G. 100. 


Dark. Say! muſt I ſigh and pine my love ? 
O ſay, muſt I ſigh and pine? 
You're cruel, I ſwear, 
As a tyger or bear, 
If you don't to my wiſh incline, my love; 
If you don't to my wiſh incline. 


Colin. So much I delight in thee, my dear, 
So much I delight in thee, 
Thou map'ſt ſigh, pine or moan, 
Or may'ft let it alone, 
Tis all the ſame to me, my dear, 
»Tis all the ſame to me. 


Dark. But ſay ſhould I break my heart, my love? 
But ſay ſhould I break my heart ? | 
Would you not be diſmay'd 
To have murder'd a maid, 
With Cueip's keeneſt dart, my love? 
With Curip's keeneſt dart. 


Cor ix. I ſhould not be much diſmay'd, my dear, 
I ſhould not be much diſmay'd; 
If you think that I lye, 
| D3 You 
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You had better go try ; 
I am not much afraid, my dear, 
I am not much afraid, 


Dayn. Since nothing, I find, will do, my love, 
Since nothing, I find, will do, 
My heart I'll break- 
No, I'll live for your ſake ; 
And I'll live, to laugh at you, my love, 
Il live to laugh at you. 


SONG 101. 


OW the ſnow drops lift their heads; 
Cowſlips rife from golden beds; 

Silver lillies paint the grove : 

Welcome May and welcome love. 


PHILL1s. Hark ! the merry finches ſing, 
| Heralds of the blooming ſpring ; 
And the artleſs turtle dove, 
Cooes at once to May and love. 


THYRS1s, 


TrayRs1s. Long the clay-cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's ſighs: 
Now your fond petitions move, 
May's the ſeaſon form'd for love. 


PaiLLis, While a-down the ſlopy hill, 
Tinkles ſoft the guſhing ill ; 
Balmy ſcents perfume the grove, 
May unbends the foul to love. 


Dayane. Now the bee on ſilv'ry wings, 
Flowered ſpoils unweary'd brings; 

Spoils that nymphs, and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May, and ſweet as love. CoLin, 


1 


CoLin. And the ſwallows chirping brood, 
4 Skim around the cryſtal flood, 
Then in wanting circlets rove, 
Playful as the god of love. 


Addreſs to the On the fair that deck this Iſle, 
audience. May each grace and virtue ſmile, 
And their happy ſhepherds prove, 
Days of eaſe, and nights of love: 


End of the Songs in the SHEPHERD's LOTTERY, 
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SONG 102. The words and muſic by Dr. Arne. 


YMPHS and ſhepherds come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 
Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding fawns : 
Frolick, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 
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SONG 103. A cantata, LY DIA from SAPHo, 
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RECITATIVE, accompany'd. 


ENEAT H this ſad and ſilent gloom 
I waſte in fighs my youthful bloom; 
But not the ſhades, that baniſh day, 

Drive Lyp14's brighter form away. 

Her eaſy ſhape, her lovely mien, 

Th' attractive ſmile of beauty's queen, 
Her ſparkling eyes and flowing hair, 

A wit fo ſmart, ſo ſoft an air, 

The ſpightful gods contriv'd. for ruin, 

And deck'd her thus for my undoing. 
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AIX. 


Lovely maid, all charms adorning, | 
Born to give ſupreme delight, 
Fairer than the roſy morning, 
Or the ſilver queen of night, 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me ? 
Stay, thou cruel fair one! ſtay : 
Death attends, if thou deceive me 
LYpia, why ſo far away ? 


RECtTATIVE, accompany” d. 
I dream, or her unequall'd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms : 
See! ſhe claſps the happy boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Lightning blaſt, 
Tortures rend him, 
Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing joy! 


RECiTATIVE. 


No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs wretch whom I deſpiſe, 


AIR. 


Wander Lypia—$o will J, 
And to nobler conqueſts fl; ”: 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and alry, 
Born to vary, 
Soon the treach'rous fair mall ſee 
I can be falſe as well as ſhe. . 


$ONG 


191 


SONG 104. A cantata, written by Sir RICHARD 
STEELE, 


RECITATIVE. 


Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 

That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the god of wine addreſs'd, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt. 


. 


Vouchſafe, O pow'r thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid ; 

Thy juices take the lover's part, 

Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


RECIlTATIVE. 


To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply'd : 


AIR. 


Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair; 
The way to conquer 15—to dare, 


| RERCITATIVE. 
The ſwain purſu'd the god's advice; 
The nymph was now no longer nice. 
. 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 

And make us tyrants by their fear. 


D 5 SONG 


AIR. 


Lovely maid, all charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme delight, 
Fairer than the roſy morning, 
Or the filver queen of night, 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me? 
Stay, thou cruel fair one ! ſtay : 
Death attends, if thou deceive me 
LYpia, why ſo far away? | 


1 
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REcCiTAaTIVE, accompany'd. 
I dream, or her unequall'd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms : 
See ! ſhe claſps the happy-boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Lightning blaſt, 
Tortures rend him, 
Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing joy! 


RECITAT IVI. 


No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs wretch whom I deſpiſe. | 


Ar R. 


Wander LYDIA—ſo will I, 
And to nobler conqueſts fly : 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 
Born to var, 
Soon the treach'rous fair mall el 1 
I can be falſe as well as ſhe... + iy 
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SONG 104. A cantata, written by Sir RICHARN 


STEELE. 


ReciTaTive. 


| Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 


At length the god of wine addreſs'd, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt. 


AIX. 


Vouchſafe, O pow'r thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid; 

Thy juices take the lover's part, 

Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


REeciTATIVE. | 
To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply'd : 
AIR. 


Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away : 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair ; 
The way to conquer 15—to dare, 


RECiTATIVE, 
The ſwain purſu'd the god's advice 
The nymph was now no longer nice. 


AIR. 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear. 


D 5 SONG 
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SONG 105. The Lover's Recantation : a cantata. 


| REciTATIVE. 4 


HE kind appointment Cz11a made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r; 

There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 

Beyond the promis'd hour : 
No longer able to contain 

This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 

And vented thus his paſſion. 


AIR. 


To all the ſex deceitful 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many 
And, Oh ! too hard to bear; 
The joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 
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RECITATIVE. 


Now Cx#L11a, from mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 

Witch modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 

And chid her tardy feet. 

The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reſtrain, 

But, as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 
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AIX. 


How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing 
After abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wiſe increaſe deſiring 
By contriving kind delays; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


* 


SONG 106. Sung in Harlequin's Invaſion. 


OME, chear up my lads, *tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves ; 
For who are fo free, as we ſons of the waves. 


Cnorvwus. 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our. men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, fleady 3 

Well fight and well conguer again, and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ;; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; 
If they run, why we follow, and puſh them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, and children and beaus ; 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'}1 find, to receive them aſhore. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them, 


ſweat, 


In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette 3 Then 


| 84 ] 
Ihen cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


* 


All the Songs in the DEVIL TO PAY. 


SONG 10%. Tune: The Twitcher, 


E that has the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of his life ; 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort 
Of her meat and her ſport, 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel, brave boys, 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel, 


SONG 108. Tune: Hie, nay, priythee Jos. 


NeLL. ? 18, I vow and ſwear, 
Very cruel, dear, | 
That I muſt not be allow'd to talk ; 
Jos. Hence, I ſay, get in 
To thy wheel, and ſpin, 
Leſt upon your back my ſtrap ſhou'd walk. 


Net. Well, fince I muſt, I will be gone ; 

Go, go, you are a naughty mar; 

Be ſure get drunk then, if you can, 
Reel home to NeLL. 


Jos, You ſurly jade, by yea, and nay, 

If here you any longer ſtay, 

Or dare diſpute my ſovereign ſway, 
Pl ſtrap you well. 


2 — W — ** —þ_ 
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SONG 109. Tune: Under the Greenwoed tree, 


F all the plagues of human life, 
A ſhrew 1s ſure the work ; 
Scarce one in ten that takes a wife, 
But with a ſhrew 1s curſt. 


Since then the plague in marriage lies, 
Who'd ruſh upon his fate ? 

When he for freedom, bondage buys, 
And ſtill repents too late. 


SONG 178. Tune: ChaRLES of Sweden, 


OME jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure : 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure : 


Cho, Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus mighty Bacchus ſhalt thou be a; 
Guardian to our pleaſure, | „ 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure; 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, he 
And fing their praiſes, that we may | 
Live and die with pleaſure. 
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SONG II. 


ERE's a good health to the king, 
And ſend him a profperous reign, 
O'er hills and high mountains, ; 
We'll drink dry the fountains, 
Until the ſun rifes again, brave boys, 
Until the ſun riſes again. 
Then here's to thee, my boy boon, 
Then here's to thee, my boy boon ; 
As we have tarry'd all day, to drink down the ſun, | 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon, brave boys, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon. 


SONG 112. 


| ] 
E gods ye gave to me a wife, ] 
Out of your grace and favour, 


To be the comfort of my life, 
And I was glad to have her. 

But if your providence divine, 
For greater bliſs deſign her ; 

To obey your will at any time, 
I am ready to reſign her. 


SONG 113. Tune: Of all comforts J miſcarried, N 


F all ſtates in life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure, is moſt precarious; 
Tis a maze fo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new mazes finding; 
"Tis an action fo ſevere, | 
That naught but death can ſet ns clear; 
Happy's the man, from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty : 

Were men wary 

How they marry, 
We ſhould not be by half ſo full of miſery, SONG 


*t G 
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SONG 114. 


RANT me, ye powers, but this requeſt, 
And let who will the world conteſt ; 
Convey her too ſome diſtant ſhore, 
Where I may ne'er behold her more : 
Or let me to ſome cottage fly, 
In freedom's arms to live and die: 


SONG 115. Tune: Send home my long fray'd eyes. 


Y ſwelling heart now leaps with joy, 
And riches all my thoughts employ : 
No more ſhall people call me NRLL, 
Her ladyſhip will do as well : 
Deck'd in my golden, rich array, | 


Pl in my chariot roll away, 
And ſhine at ring, at ball, and play. 


SONG 116. Tune: The Spirit's Song in MACBETH.. 


Y little ſpirits now appear, 
Navir and ApisnoG draw near: 
The time 1s ſhort, make no delay, 

Then quicly haſte and come away : 

Nor moon, nor ſtars, afford their light, 
But all is wrapt in gloomy night; | 
Both men and beaſts to reſt incline, 

And all things favour my deſign. 


My ſtrict commands be ſure attend, 
For ere this night ſhall have an end, 
You muſt this cobler's wife transform, 
And to the knight's the like perform : 
With all your moſt ſpecifick charms, 

- Convey each wife to different arms ; Let 
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Let the deluſion be ſo ſtrong, 

That none may know the right from wrong. 
All this we will with care perform, 

In thunder, lightning and a ſtorm. 


SONG 117. Tune: Charming SALLY. 


F all the trades from eaſt to weſt, 
The cobler's paſt contending, 

Is like in time to prove the beſt, 

Which ev'ry day is mending. 
How great his praiſe who can amend 

The ſoals of all his neighbours, 
Nor is unmindful of his end, 

But to his laſt ſtill labours. 


FA 


SONG 118. Tune: Now ponder well, you 


parents dear, 


N' Bok & weak with id dwell, 


- As CHAUCER he did write, ] 
Who wantonly did ſpend her time, 
In many a tond delight. 1 
All on a time iore ſick ſhe was, 
And ſhe at length did die, | | [ 
And then her ſoul at Heaven's gate 
Did knock moſt mightily. | : 


Iwill come in, in ſpite ſhe ſaid, 
Of all ſuch churls as thee ; 

Thou art the cauſe of all our pain, 
Our grief and miſery. 


Thou firſt broke the commandment, 
In honour of thy wife, 


When he heard her ſay theſe few words, 
He ran away for life. SONG 


* 
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SONG 119. Tune: Come let us prepare. 


E T matters of ſtate 
Diſquiet the great, 
The cobler has nought to perplex him; 
Has nought but his wife 
To ruffle his life, 
And her he can ſtrap if ſhe vex him. 


He's out of the pow'r 
Of fortune that whore, 
Since low as can be, ſhe has thruſt him, 
From duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo poor 
There's none to be found that will truſt him. 


SONG 120. Tune: IV hat tho I am a —_ laſs. 


H O' late I was a cobler's wife, 
In cottage moſt obſcure a, 

In plain ſtuff gown, and ſhort ear'd coif. 
Hard labour did endure a: 

The ſcene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, 
And from poor humble NEBLL a, 

Il learn to dance, to read and write, 
And from all bear the bell a, 


SONG. 121. Tune: hilt the town's brim-full 
of fall. 


OUNDS and horns o'er plains reſounding, 
Ecchoes from the hills rebounding, 
Fill the ſportſman's heart with joy; 
Let, while to the chaſe inviting 
Health and pleaſure are uniting, | 
Fops o'er tea their time deſtroy. SONG 


© * 
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SONG. 122. Tune: When I was. a dan o 
hanour. | 


INE ladies, with an artful grace 
Diſguiſe. each native feature; 
Whilſt flattering glaſſes ſhew the face, 
As made by art, not nature: 
But we poor folks. in home ſpun grey, 
By patch nor waſhes tainted, 
Look freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That ſtill are finely painted. 


SONG. 123. Tune: *Twas within a furlong, &c. 


Charming cunning man thou haſt been wondrous 
| kind, 
And all thy golden words do- now prove true, I find; 
Ten thouſand tranſports. wait, 
To crown my happy fate, 
Thus kiſs'd and preſs'd,. 
And doubly bleſs'd 
In all this pomp and ſtate. 
New ſcenes of joy ariſe, 
Which fill me with ſurprize ;. 
My rock, and reel, 
And ſpinning wheel, 
And huſband. I deſpiſe ; 
Then Joßsox, now adieu, 
Thy cobling till purſue ; 


For hence I will not, cannot, no, nor muſt not buckle 


too. 
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SONG 124. Tune: The beudgeon is a fine trade. 


H O' raviſh'd from my huſband's arms, 
To dwell in ſtench and pain, 
I'll break thro?” all their magic charms, 
And liberty regain. 
Then ſweet revenge ſhall calm my woes, 
And every grief aſſwage; 
Whilſt all who did my bliſs oppoſe, 
Shall feel my pow'rful rage. 


SONG 125. Tune: Bacchus one day gayly 
Ariding. 
HU s we'll drown all melancholy, 
In a glaſs of gen'rous wine; 

Let dull fools indulge their folly, 

And at cares of life repine : 
But the brave and noble ſpirit 

Scorns ſuch mean ignoble views ; 
Whilſt the world proclaims his merit, 

He ſublimer joys purſues. 


8 ON G 126. 


Sir JOHN. AS cver man poſſeſt of 
ES So ſweet ſo kind a wife! 

NELL. Dear fir, you make me proud: 

Be you but kind, 

And you ſhall find 

All the good I can boaſt of 
Shall end but with my life. 

Sir Joan, Give me thy lips; | 
NELL. Firſt let me, dear fir, wipe em; 
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Sir Jonx. Was ever ſo ſweet a wife! 
NEIL. Thank you, dear ſir! 
I vow and proteſt, 
I ne'er was ſo kiſt; 
| Again, fir! 
Sir John. Again and again my deareſt : 
O may it laſt for life! 
What joy thus to enfold thee ! 
Nert. What pleaſure to behold thee ! 
Inclin'd again to kiſs! 


Sir Jonx. How raviſhing the bliſs! 
Nezr. I little thought this morning, 
*T would ever come to this. Da Cape. 


SONG 127. Tune: Hey boys, up go we. 


Lady. E T ev'ry face with ſmiles appear, 
Be joy in ev'ry breaſt, 
Since from a life of pain and care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 


Sir Joun, May no remembrance of paſt time, 
Our preſent pleaſures foil, 

Be nought but mirth and joy a crime, 

And ſporting all our toil. 


4 


Jossox. I hope you'll give me leave to ſpeak, 
If I may be ſo bold; | 
There's nought but the devil and this good 
ſtrap, | 
Could ever tame a ſcold. 


End of the Songs in the DEVIL Taq PAY. 
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SONG 128. Nancy Dawsox. 


F all the girls in our town, 


That dance, and prance it up and down, 
There's none like Nancy Dawsox. 
Her eaſy mien, her ſhape ſo neat, 
She foots, ſhe trips, ſhe looks ſo ſweet, 
Her every motion 15 compleat ; 
I die for Nancy Dawson. 


See how ſhe comes to give ſurprize, 
With joy and pleaſure in her eyes; 
To give delight ſne always tries, 

So means my Nancy Dawson. 
Was there no taſk t' obſtruct the way, 
No ShvuTee bold, nor houſe fo gay, 
A bet of fifty pounds PII lay, 

That I gain'd Nancy Dawsox. 


* 


See how the opera takes a run, 
Exceeding HamLET, Lear, and Lux, 
Though in it there would be no fun, 
Was't not for Nancy Dawsox. 
Tho? Beard and BrenT charm ev'ry night, 
And female Pęachuu's juſtly right, 
And Filcna and Lockir pleaſe the ſight, 
"Tis crown'd'by Nancy Dawson, 


See little Davy ſtrut and puff, 

Pox on the opera and ſuch ſtuff, 

My houſe 1s never full enough, 
A curſe on Naxcy Dawsox. 


The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
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Tho' Garrick he has had his day, 

And forc'd the town his laws t' obey, 

Now Jonny Rich is come in play, 
With help of Nancy DAWwSsox. 


SONG 129. Britain's Remembrancer for the 
years 1758 and 1759. 


OME liſten a-while and I'll tickle your ears, 
Wich a few little vict'ries, by which it appears, 


We have gain'd from the French in two little years, 


— 


Which nobody can deny deny, which nobody, &c. 


We have beat them, my boys; and 7 hold you a 
pound, 


We ſhall beat them, my boys, upon ſea or dry ground, 


We ſhall beat them as long as the world goes round. 


With Gaudaloupe firſt I embelliſh my ſtrain ; 
Then a cluſter of forts croud into my brain, 


* Crown Point, Frontenac, Niagara, Duqueſne. 


Quebec we have taken, and taken Breton; 


Tho' the coaſt was ſo ſteep, that a man might as ſoon, 


As the Frenchmen ĩmagin'd, have taken the moon. 


Senegal we have taken, and taken Goree, 
And thither we trade, for our blacks—do you ſee ; 


For who ſhould buy {laves, but they that are free. 


Then at Menden, you know, we defeated: our foes, 


Tho' our horſe ſtood aloof without coming to blows, 


And why nobody's hang'd for it, nobody knows. 


BosCAawen at Lagos, and Hawke in the bay, 
Your victories had I but room to diſplay, 
I'm ſure I ſhould not have done ſinging to- day. 
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Oh! what is become of the fleet out of Bref 
Some are burnt, ſome are taken, and where are the reſt ? 
Why ſome are fled eaſt, and ſome are fled weſt. 


Some ten fathom deep in the ſea may beifound, | k 
And ſome in the river Villaine are a-ground, 
Where they lie very ſafe, but not very ſound. 


Let France then all title to glory reſign, 
For theſe years ſhall unmatch'd in our hiſtories ſhine, 


The renown'd FirTY-t1GHT, and the great FirTY- 
NINE. 


SONG 130. Sung in the Deſert Iſland : wrote 1 
by ARTHUR MuRPHy, eſq. | 


7 HAT tho? his guilt my heart hath torn, 
Yet lovely 1s his mien ; 
His eyes, mild op'ning as the morn- 
Around each grace is ſeen. | 
But, oh! ye nymphs, your loves ne'er let him win, 
For, oh! deceit and falſhood dwell within. 


From his red lip his accents ſtole, 
More ſoft than vernal ſnows 5 

They melting came, and in the ſoul . 
Deſire and joy aroſe: 

But, oh! ye nymphs, ne'er liſten to his art, 

For, oh ! baſe falſhood rankles in his heart. 


He left me in this lonely ſtate, 

He fled and left me here, g 
Another Akrtapue's fate, 

To mourn the live-long year. : 
He fled ; but, oh! what pains the heart muſt prove, 
Revealing thus the crimes of him we love! 


SONG 
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SONG 13:1. On the Half- Moon Society, Tune; 


Ye commons and peers. 


E fam'd witty nine, 
Aſſiſt my deſign, 
And put your ſweet voices in tune: 
While Parnaſſus I mount, 
And in carrols recount, 
The joys of the ſocial Ha/f-Moor. 


The yellow hair'd Scot, 
His PaTT1E has got, 
The Hibernian his ELLEN A ROON ; 
But Britons fond lays, . 
To night are in praiſe 
'Of their miſtreſs chaſte CYNTHIA the 1 moon. 


Some bards may declare, 
That KirTy is fair, | 
And more ſweet than the roſes in June; 
But what reigning toaſt, 
At St. James's can boaſt, 
Such a number of ſtars as the moon. 


Then Bacchus do thou, 
Be kind to us now, 
And luxuriouſly favour our boon ; 
Fill the bowl to the brink, 
That your vot'ries may drink, 
Till their faces look like the full moon, 


Let dull ſober fools, 
Whom temperance rules, 
Sneak away to their pillows by noon ; 
Such choice ſouls as we, 
Gay jovial and free, 


Stagger home by the light of the moon. We 


W 


19 


We laugh and we ſing, 1 
Our glaſſes we ring, 

To depart always think it too ſoon 
Then while there's good wine, 
Let's chearfully join, 

In a health to the man in the moon. 


All the Songs in the CHAPLET. 


NO 122. 


O U fay at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of angels: meant it in joke, 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove; 
I have lik'd you a twelve-month, a calendar year, 
And not yet contented—have conſcience, my dear. 


SONG. 13% 


AIN 1s ev'ry fond endeavour, 
To reſiſt the tender dart; 

For examples move us never, | 
We muſt feel to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 

And our beauties ſets to view; 
Vanity her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think 'tis all our due, 


E Fokter 
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Soon, too ſoon, the happy lover 
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Softer than the vernal breezes, 7 
Is the mild deceitful ſtrain, 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, 1 


Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 


Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh women to believe. 


SONG 134. 
USH about the briſk bowl, *twill enliven the 
heart ; | 


While thus we fit round on the graſs, 
The lover who talks of his ſuff®rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs. 


The wretch who ſits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs; 


Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, Wh 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. x 
The beau who ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, If 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, In c 
May juſtly be reckon'd an aſs. She 
The merchant from climate to climate will roam, a 
Of Cresvs the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 
And oft? while he's wand'ring, his deary at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs. FR 


The lawyer fo grave when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well cover'd with braſs ; He. 
Tho' he talk to no purpoſe he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs. 
; | The 
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The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 
The fick man awhile may conſide in his (kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take the bottle and laſs ; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


SONG 135. 


AREWEL, my Pas roa, no longer your ſwain, 


Quite ſick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain, 


My heart leaps for joy to be free once again. 


Sing tol derol. 


Il live like thoſe birds, the ſweet tenants of May, 
Who always are ſportful, who always are gay : 
How ſweetly their ſonnets they carrol all day ; 
Their love is but frolick, their courtſhip but play, 


If firuck by a beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 
In chirping ſoft notes they her pity 1mplore ; 
She vields to intreaty; but when the fits o'er, 
"Tis an hundred to ten that they never meet more. 


SONG 136. 


We, Eauteous maid reward my paſſion, 
Crown. with hopes my fond defire ; 
de. Soon to yield is not the faſhion, ' 
Maids ſome courtſhip ſhould require. 


E 2 
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He. Tedious courtſhip damps all pleaſure, 
By this melting kiſs, I ſwear 

She. Now you're rude beyond all meaſure, 
Kiſs again, fir——{fF you dare. 


He. Where yon bank the willows cover, 
We will ſhun the heat of day; 

She. You're in too much haſte, young lover, 
For the prieſt muſt lead the way. 


He. We can do without him better, 
None but fools would marry now ; 
Prieſts the free-born. mind would fetter, 
We will meet without a vow. 


SONG 197. 


He. ROM flow'r to flow'r, his joy to change, 
Flits yonder wanton bee; 


From fair to fair thus will I range, 
And I'll be ever free. 


Se. Yon little birds attentive view, 
That hop from tree to tree; 
Flt copy them, I'll copy you, 

For I'll be ever free. 


He. While tempeſts ſhake the nodding grove, 
| And plough the foaming ſea ; 
While hawks purſue the flying dove, 
So long will I be free. 


She. Till on the buſh the lilly grows, 
Till flocks forſake the Lea, 
Till from the rocks burſts forth the roſe, 
Vou'll find me blithe and free. 


E 3 Bits. 
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Both. Then let's divide to eaſt and weft, 
Since we ſhall ne'er agree; 

And try who keeps their promiſe beſh 
And who's the longeſt free. 


SONG 138. 


HAT med'cine can ſoften the boſom's keen 


{mart ? 
What LE TAE can baniſh the pain? 
What cure can be met with to ſooth the fond heart, 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain ? 


In hopes to forget him how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green? 
When Coun is dancing, I ſay with a ſigh, 
"Twas here firſt my Damon was ſcen, 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingale's moan, ' 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not fo ſweetly, I cry with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here, 


A garland of willow my temples ſhail ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove z 
For there, to her colt, was poor Laura betray'd, 
And Damon pretended to love. 


SONG 139. 


N vain I try my ev'ry art, 
Nor can I fix a ſingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old or ugly; 
Let me conſult my faithful glaſs, 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmuggly. 


E 3 


1 102 J 

Vet, bleſs'd with all theſe pow'rful charms, 

The young PAL Æ uo fled theſe arms, 
That wild unthinking rover; 

Hope, ſilly maids, as ſoon to bind 

The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 
As fix a rambling lover. 


But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot; 
Like madmen how they rave and ſtare, 
Awhile they ſhake their chains and ſwear, 
And then lie down in quiet, 


SONG 140. 


ECLARE, my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
With you I'll toy, I'Il kiſs and play. 
But hang me if 1 marry. 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry ; 

With you I'll toy, PII kiſs and play, 
Buc hang me if I marry, 


Tho? charms and wit aſſail, 
The ftroke I well can parry ; 
I love to kiſs, and toy and play, 
But do not chute to marry. 


| Young MoLLy of the dale 


Makes a mere ſlave of HARKTY; 
Recauſe when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry, 


. 


Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
to the grave will carry; 

With you I'll toy, and kits and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


SONG 141. 


OW unhappy's the nymph, 
Who weeps to the wind, 
And dotes with deſpair 
On a ſwain that's unkind. 


Sd ON 7. 142 


Damon, HREE goddefles ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one day 
Can I judge the value of either, 
Where both bear ſo equal a {way ? - 


PasToRa, Conſider my wit and condition, 
Conſider my perfon likewiſe ; 
I never was us'd to petition, 
But pry'thee make uſe of your eyes. 


Laura. No merit I plead but my paſſion, 
*T were needleſs to mention your vow z 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, 
On what this poor boſom feels now. 


Damon. Some genius direct me, or demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chuſe wrong 


[ After ſome pauſe, 
You're part of the goods of PaLzmon, 
J give you to whom you belong. 


E 4 SONG 
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SONG 143 


1 KNOW that my perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a clown can diſcover : 

That dowdy your, ſenſes alarming, 
Proves what a blind thing is a lover, 


PH quit the dull plains for the city, 
Where beauty is follow'd by merit ; 

Your taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity ; 
Your wit, who would wiſh to inherit ? 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my anger wou'd ſmother ; J. 
The loſs of one lover can't vex me, 
My charms will procure me another. 


I ne'er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 
How odiaus they loak, I can't bear em: 
I wiſh you much joy of your fury, 
My rage into pieces could tear them. 


SONG 144. 


DAuox. ONTENTED all day, I will fit at your 
Wy” fide, 
Where poplars far ROS o'er- arch the 
cool tide; ; 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The truſh and the linnet contend in their ſong. 


LVs A. While you are but by me, no danger I fear, 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols 
may pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at 
: | calc, DaMoN. 


1 


Dauox. Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 


LAURA. 


Both, 


— 


Tke wiſh of each heart, and the theme of 
each lay; 

Ne'er yield to the ſwain, till he make you a 
wife, | 

For he who loves truly, will take you for life. 


Ye youths, who fear naught but the frowns 
of the fair, 

Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 

Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 

Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to 
defend, 


For their honour and. faith be our virgins re- 
nown'd ; 

Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be 
found. 

Be their moments all guided by virtue and 
truth, 

To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in 
their youth. 


End of the Songs in the CHALET. 


1 


SONG 145. The Marquis of GRANBV. Tune 5 


Shaun-bouy. 


£{ & H O' Auſtria and Ruſia, France, Flanders and 


Pruſſia, 


Have heroes who claim truth's attention, 
In the roll of fair fame, as he took down each name, 
Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention: 


E 5 | And. 
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And ſince we have men, who are worthy his pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be, 

When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his liſt, 
And in front ſtood the marquiſs of GRAN BN. 


Old time ſhook his ſcythe as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
His iron teeth dreadfully grated; 

But the ſad- looking crone clear'd his brow from a frown, 
When fame had my errand related: 

2 The cheeks of the churl with a ſmile ſeem'd to curl, 

| And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 

Saith the lingle-lock'd ſeer, friend, this point's pretty 
_ Clear, 

| We all love the marquiſs of GAR Rx. 


Like curs in the manger let malecontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our race is, 
That our fathers were manly, were vigorous and brave, 
And their hearts we might read in their faces ; 
What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are, 
L can prove it as plainly as can be: 
Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
_ Behold but the marquiſs of Gx AN RB. 


Had the cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, 

He'd thrown down his lanthorn to view him ; 
F He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
= And fowhunters hark away to him: 
8 By his monarch ſent over to break the French cover, 
2 With bold pack as ſtanch as ſtanch can be, 
Of Britiſh true blues, to hunt the French Jews, 
When led by the marquiſs of GNR. 


Bigot 


* 
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Bigot Spain hath vaſt wealth, fickle France has rich 
wines, 
The Iralians ſhew marvellous banners; 
The Indians may boaſt of emerald fill'd mines, 
But Lincelnſbire boaſts of its Mannexs : 
The diamonds when worn, the wearer adorn, 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be ; 
But a flaſh from ſuch toys is momentary joys, 
For the jewel of. is GRAN R. 


Now the hazards of war, for a ſeaſon ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty: 

Blow, winds, to his wiſhes ; be Safety his guide, 
To England, love, friendſhip, and beauty. 


From-what-d'ye call—Paderborn, may he happy return, 


Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be, 
What ſhall we ſay then? why there's Graxny again, 
And again to the marquiſs of Gransy. 


SONG 146. Tis time enough yet. 


Term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy, 
1 To win a ſweet girl I my time did employ, . 
Oft urg'd her the day for our marriage to ſet ; 
As often ſhe anſwer'd, 'tis time enough yet. 


I told her, at laſt, that her paſſions were wrong, 
And more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with ſo long: 
She burſt out a laughing at ſeeing me fret, 

And humming a tune, cry'd, *tis time enough yet. 


Determined by her to be laugh'd at no more, 
I flew from her preſence and bounc'd out of door, 
Reſolv'd of her uſage the better to get, 
Or on her my eyes again never to et... 
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To me the next morning her maid came in haſte, 
And begg'd, for God's ſake, I'd forget what was paſt, 
Declar'd her young lady did nothing but fret, 

I told her I'd think on't, *twas time enough yet. 


She next in a letter, as long as my arm, 
Declar'd, from her ſoul, ſhe intended no harm, 
And begg'd I the day for our marriage would ſet : 
I wrote her an anſwer, *twas time enough yet. 


wa ww. Fro 


But that was ſcarce gone when a meſſage I ſent, 
To ſhew in my heart I began to relent : 
I begg'd T might ſee her; together we met: * 
We kiſs'd and were friends again, ſo we are yet. * 


. 8 ON 8 147. The Hue and Cry. T 


N love's name you're charg'd herebyg/ 
To make a ſpeedy hue and cry, 
After a face which, tother day, 
Stole my wand'ring heart away: 
To direct you, theſe, in brief, 
Are ready marks to know the thief. 


AIR. Ar 


ler hair a net of beams would prove, 
Strong enough to captive Jovs ; 
And her lovely tow'ring brow 
Is a field of pureſt fnow ; | 
Her eyes ſo rich, ſo bright are they, 
Ev'ry beam's a break of day: | vw 
But if ſhe ſleeps, ah! then 'tis night, 
Tho' the ſun ſhines pureſt light. Th 


* * 
ere 
, 


In her cheeks are to be ſeen 3 An 
Of flowers both the king and queen. 


NEG - 
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Hither 
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SONG 153. Tune: O), Jonnxy, Pm jealous, 


* Mol Lv, I love you; I hope there's no 
harm in that; 
For you are ſo ſprightly ,and witty, and charming, that 
Whenever | ſee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, | 
And I'm grown lean and dry, who was once ſleek and 
fat. | 
Save me, ſave me, dear Moll ſave me, 
Or I will hang myſelf, if you'll not have me, 


I'm grown a meer ſloven, who once was a flirting fop ; 
My fine coal black hair is chang'd to a dirty mop ; 
My face 1s grown parch'd, like an over-done mutton 
chop, 
That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 
Gravy, gravy, one drop of pravy, 
E'en juſt as brown and dry looks your poor Davy. 


When firſt I went to drink tea with my MoLLy dear, 
I put on my Ker ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd “ Shave me, do you 
hear,” 
And PI give you ſix- pence to drink out in ale and beer. 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then MoLLy'll have 
me. 


Then ſtrajght to the place of appointment I hurried 
me, 
Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo worried 
me, 
That frem that moment I thought of no other ſhe, 
And now moſt humbly I crave you my bride to he. 
| Crave 
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Crave you, crave you, —Oh how I crave you, 
For my bride, from this hour, dear MoLLy I crave 
you. 


Then if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 
I will your huſband be, and never leave you; 
My firname is Droye, and my chriſtian name's Davy, 
And when we are married we'll go to G/enawy, 
*Nawy, Navy, go to Glemawy. | 
Then who'llþe ſo happy as MoLLy and Davr. 


SONG 154 Tune: Mirleton. 


E TIT Cvueipox has caught me, 
And I feel the cruel ſmatt ; 
In chains to you, the rogue has brought me, 
Take, madam, my wounded heart. 


Avez de moi, Tome compaſſion, 
Nor let me too long complain, 
When a Frenchman tells his paſſion, 

Can he ever plead in vain ? 


SUNG: 1959. 


S pleaſing as ſhade to the wayfaring ſwain, 
When the ardour of PyH=Bus has cleav'd ins 
ſcorcht plain. 
As grove to the linnet, or thyme to the bee, 
So welcome my LoveLess, ſo welcome to me. 


Whom love has united no tyrant can part; 
Nor ſhall time e'er efface what is grav'd in the heart. 
Remembrance ſurvives when all rapture is paſt, 
True love is a flame that burns bright to the laſt. 


Rd ty, hd MF 
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It ehears our ſad hours, it heightens our joy; 
This, nor whim can abate, nor can faſhion deſtroy. 
While beauty alone on too fickle a wing, 

Like the faireſt of bloſſoms oft dies in the ſpring. 


SONG 156. Tune: Behold the fwect flowers 


around. 


HUS bleſt with the maid that I love, 
Contentment ſhall gild the young day, 
While HyYwezx the flame ſhall improve, 
And ſcatter with myrtle the way. 


With a garland of ne'er dying flowers, 
Oh peace! from thy dwelling repair 

Soft joy ſhall direct the wing'd hours, 
And ſmile on ſo happy a pair, 


End of the Songs Tn the DouBLE DISAPPOINTMENT. 


* —— * — 


SONG 157. Song of SAPHO. 
{> See this cantata in another manner, before, page 79, ſong 103. 


AIL, ſacred muſe, and vocal ſhell, 
he That wont the joys of love to tell; 
Now turn your ſong to mournful ſtrains ; 
My joys are fled, my love remains ! 


Variton CUP1D, idle toyer, 
Pleaſing tyrant, feft deſtroyer, 
Do not thus my heart controul. 
PHaon flies me far away, 
Reaſon dees renounce thy ſar, | 
Tet, contented, I obey. 


It Ever 


1 
Ever raging, 


Paſt aſfwaging, 
Lowe paſſeſſes all my foul. 


Beneath this ſad and filent gloom, 

I waſte my beauty, youth, and bloom: 
But not the ſhades that baniſh day, 
Drive Praon's brighter form away; 
A youth ſo ſhap'd, with ſuch a mien, 
A front, like that of love, ſerene, 
With ſparkling eyes, and flowing hair, 
And wit that ever charms the fair, 

The ſpightful gods contriv'd for ruin, 
And deck'd him thus for my undoing, 


Oh ! the foft tranſporting pleaſure ! 
When toe yield our virgin treaſure ! 
Then we meet the joyous lover, 
And an equal flame diſcover ; 
Nothing now to love denying. 
Bath with guilileſs rapture dying : 
Oh ! the foft tran/porting bliſs ! 
What is life, or fame, to this 


I rave, I rave, unhappy maid ! | 
That name my folly does upbraid, 
To ſhame, remorſe, and death betray'd! 4 
What pow'r, what god can ſend relief! 
Sicilian virgins ſhun the arts 
Whence my misfortunes riſe, 
With eaſe my Phaon conquers hearts, 
With eaſe neglects the prize. 


J dream, or in ſome rival's arms, 


Forgetful of my rifled charms 
NE ; I behold 


2 


. 


J behold the perjur'd boy ! 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Light'ning blaſt, 
Heav'n forſake her, 
Hell o'ertate her, 
Ere fhe taſtes the riſing joy ! 
No let her triumph, let her prize 
The faithleſs wretch, whom I deſpiſe : 
By his ingratitude ſet free; 
I'll reap the ſweet of liberty. 
Mighty hero, cou'd you leave me ? 
Did my charmer hope to grieve me ? 
'Thus be all thy wiſhes blaſted, 
For no longer I adore thee ; 
Had thy love one moment laſted, 
Haply I had chang'd befere thee, 


Wander, Pa ox, fo will J. 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 
Form'd to vary; 
J to pain you 
Will diſdain you, 
And to nobler conqueſts fly. 


Reſentment, pride, and glowing ſhame, 
Once guardians of my ſpotleſs fame, 
By conqu'ring love tho' baniſh'd hence, 
- Again vouchiafe me your defence, 
Aſſert an empire late your own, 

And ſhake the tyrant on his throne : 
Support me! aid me! for I feel 

My fainting reſolution reel ; 
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Doubt, thou certain flate of ſorrow, 
We loje to-day to wait to-morrow, 

He may return, my PHAON may——. 
I cheat myſelf, why does he flay? © 


Shall Sayno, like a helpleſs maid, 
Pine to death, of death afraid ? 


I've try'd all female arts in vain, 

Diſſembled ſcorn, and falſe diſdain ; 
For, oh! with real grief oppreſt, 

I burn, and tempeſts ſhake my breaſt. T 
Oh ! what torments wound my heart / 

Gentle death, in pity take me, Q 

And perform thy grateful duty ; Li 

Since my PHAON does for/ſake me, | Be 


To thy arms yield my beauty. 
Kinder thine than Cupip's dart. 


SONG 158. A Hunting Cantata. 


RERCITATIVE. 
A* AK' D by the horn like the ſpring deckt in 
green, 
Betimes in the morning the hunters are ſeen; 
With joy on each brow they enliven the place, 
And impatiently wait to join in the chace. 


7% & 


From his cloſe covert rouz'd, the ſtag ſwiftly flies, 
As the arrow that 1s ſhot from the bow ; 

O'er rivers and mountains, all danger defies, 
And fears nothing but man his worſt foe. 


RECITATIVE. 
Now, now they trace him thro? the copſe, 
. Panting, ſtruggling, &e! he drops! Hark! 
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Hark ! hark ! rude clamours rend the ſkies 
While the dappled victim dies. 


AIR. 
Thus Britain's ſons in Harry's reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 
Thro? ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlain, 
And triumph'd in his fall. 
Now hoſtile foes alarm, 
Arm, arm, Britannia arm ; 


Then away to the field, 'tis great GrorGe gives the 
word ; 


Quit the horn for the trumpet, the whip for the ſword ; 
Like our valiant forefathers, ſtern death let us face, 
Be as glorious in war as we are in the chace, 


SONG 159. Afﬀetation. 


ONG at thy altar, god of love, 
I paid a double duty; 
Slave to CELIA's voice and wit, 
To CLoe's taſte and beauty. 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, with aukward feature, 

Diſguiſe, in affectation's maſque, 
The beauteous gifts of nature. 


CELIA, affecting beauty's grace, 
Deſtroys her ſenſe and ſpirit; 

And CLoe's charms, thro' fancy'd wit, 
Loſe all their wonted merit. 5 


While in their native beauties deckt, 
I cou'd love both, or either; 
But thus in borrow'd airs diſguis'd, 


Can be a ſlave to neither. SONG 


1 
SONG 160. The Fruitleſs Endeavour. 
wW HEN gentle HARRTIOr firſt I ſaw, 
Struck with a reverential awe, 
felt my boſom mov'd ; | 
Herjeaſy ſhape, her charming face, 


She ſmil'd and talk'd with ſo much grace, 
I gaz'd, admir'd, and lov'd. 


Up to the buſy town I flew, | 
And wander'd all it's pleaſure thro), 
In hopes to eaſe my care ; 
The buſy town but mocks my pain, 0 
Its gayeſt pleaſures all are vain ; 
For HARRTOr haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 
The comic humour of the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ ; 
I-reliſh not the ſage's lore, | 
The ſtage's humour pleaſe no more, 
For HARRITOr's all my joy. Se 


Sometimes I try the jovial throng, 

Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away ; 

The jovial throng is noily, rude, 

Nor other female dares intrude, 
Where HARR TOT bears a ſway. 


Since then nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid or man, 
For want of thee atone ; 
O come, with all thy conqu'ring charms, 
O come! and take me to thy charms, 
For thou art all in one. SONG 


1 
| SONG fr. The Prudent Nymph and Treacherous 


Stwarn. 


Swain. N yon grove let me divert you, 
Prithee SYLVv1a never fear, 

Do you think I mean to hurt you? 
No indeed, not I, my dear. 

There among the vi'lets ſtraying, 
Whilſt I tune my oaten reed, 

You may mark the lambkins playing, 
And obſerve the heifers feed. 


Nymph. Shepherd, ſhepherd leave decoying, 

Pipes are ſweet a ſummer's day ; 

But a little after toying, 
Women have the ſhot to pay. 

I have heard of ſimple DoLLy, 
And the trick to her you play'd 

Now ſhe's left to mourn her folly, 
And to curſe the conſcious ſhade. 


Swain. She alas! an awkward creature ! 
Well I might inconſtant prove, 
Such a wretch, in make and feature, 
Quite an antidote to love. 
But a maid poſſeſs'd of beauty, 
Like to yours, in ev'ry part ; 
Inclination links with duty, 
And reftrains the wildeſt heart. 


Nymph, If you ſpeak your mind fincerely, 
I'll forſake the virgin band; 
But let's firike the bargain fairly, 
With my heart, I'd give my hand. 
F Here's 
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Here's a contract fit for ſigning, 
' You I know have learn'd to write; 
Set your name without repining, 
I'll go with you day and night. 


Swain. Wou'd you my true faith diſparage, 1 

By this pitiful diſtruſt; 

Fie, my faireſt, name not marriage, 
Chains and fetters leave to ruſt. 

How can women be ſo ſtupid, 
Thus our paſſions to allay, 

HymenN is at odds with Cueip, 
And they ne'er together ſtay. 


Nymph. Have I found you out, deceiver. 
When the ſhort liv'd pleaſure's o'er 
You but woo a nymph to leave her,— 
Hence and trouble me no more. 
Thank my ſtars ['m ſomewhat wiſer, 
Than poor Dol Lx, ſham'd by you; 
Hear ye maids, a kind adviſer, 
And bid faithleſs ſwains adieu. | 


SONG 163. STREPHON of the Fill. 
E T others Damox's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colix' 8, at their, will zu & 7607 


| I mean to fing in ruſtic verſes, 01 5:1. 
f Young Srarrhox of the hill, 


As o'er the lawn the other day, 
] went to yonder mill, 

J met ſo bonny and ſo. gay, tet 
wy STREPHOX, of the hill. 
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No powder'd ſmart that tends the fair, 
The tedious day to kill, 
For ſpruceneſs ever can compare 
With SrRETHON of the hill. 


As once I fat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But SrREPHON of the hill. 


He tap'd my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
I could not take it ill; | 

For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By STREPHoON of the hill, 


The ſhepherd vow'd his love ſincere, 
And urg'd his paſſion till ; 

He pray'd I wou'd to church repair, 
With STREPHoON of the hill. 


Conſent, O! lovely maid, he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this day to be the bride 
Of STREPHON of the hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away, 
With STREPHON of the hill, 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill ; 

May every nymph be bleſs'd like me, 
With STREPHONS of the hill. 


F 2 


A = 
| For now in HyYmex's bands we're join'd, 
I govern at my will ; 
Indeed no fwain was e'er ſo kind 
As SrRxEPHON of the hill. 


SONG 163. The Caution. 


HILIRA's charms poor Da won took, 
How eager he for billing, 

When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 

To ſhew her power of killing : 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart, 

He felt it, never doubt him ; 
Odzooks a man were thro” the heart, 

E'er he could look about him, 


But mark the end,—with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her; 
And all her charms began to warp, I 
She then was in a pucker : 7 
She now began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better ; B 
Yet ſtill had hopes, e're bad grew worſe, H 
Some comely ſwain might get her. 


PailLiRa, every lad ſhe meets, 


Now makes an amorous trial ; 1 

/ But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats; 
Fach frowns in cold denial. T1 
Coquets take warning, chuſe your tune; 17 


This woeful caſe remember; 
The bedfellow you ſlight in June, 
You'll wiſk for in December. Th 
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All the Songs in the LO VER HIS OWN 
RIVA. 


SONG 164. The Prologue. 


S operas now are ſo much in the mode, 
And a ſong, as well liked as a laureat's ode, 
Give ear to my ditty, I pray! 
By our author I'm ſent, in behalf of his cauſe, 
To court your indulgence, and beg your applauſe, 
Oh ſend me not back with a nay ! 


I'd fain have prevail'd with the ſcribling young elf, 
To have paid his reſpects, and have ſpoke: for himſelf, 
As fitter for him than I; 


But ſuch a condition, poor devil! he's in, 
Half dead he's already, before we begin ; 
Oh ! what will he be by and by! 


He begg'd I'd aſſure you in this eſſay, r 
Which he dedicates both to the grave and the bay, 
To neither offence he intends, 
That at poetry, tho' he's but little expert, 
If the time he has taken, your time will divert, 
In that his ambition all ends. 


The ſcenes he exhibits to-night on the ſtage, 
Are to ſhame the extravagant follies of age, 
F 3 That 
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That dotards intrigues may decline; 
The enjoyments of ſuitable love to promote, 
Make rigid old parents on money leſs doat, 
And ſixty to twenty ne'er join. 


On you for protection he wholly depends, 


Succeſs he's aſſured of, if you are his friends; 


Have pity, then, on a young chap ! 


In ſupport of his cauſe, as he begg'd I wou'd ſue, 
beg, for his ſake, you would let us go thro), 


And begin and go off with a clap, 


SONG 165. Tune: Dame of honoxr. 


HE ſtateſman fitting at the helm, 


Still greater power purſuing ; 
Uſurps dominion o'er the realm, 
And humbles all in ruin. 
The politician in diſgrace. 
Is furious as a dragon; 
And ſo is the courtier out of place. 
Becauſe he has none to brag on. 


The prieſt, pimp, lawyer, and the quack, 


Each preys upon his neighbour ; 


The peaſant too would learn the knack 


To. live by others labour. 

In court, in country, and in town, 
Of every rank and ſtation, 

Down from the noble to the clown, 
Is ſtrife and emulation. 


SONG 
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SONG 166. Tune: IWinchefter evedding. 


F all the diſeaſes in life, 
& That trouble the the reſt of mankind, 
* None equal can be to a wife, 
By woful experience we find. 


Free only from care is his breaſt, 
Who is with a wife not accurſt; 

For on all fides, a woman's confeſt 
The greateſt of plagues, and the worſt, 


SONG 167. Tune: Would you have a yourg virgin. 


F you wed a young virgin of ſixteen years, 
Bid adieu to your peace, and prepare for cares; 
She'll vex you, perplex you, decoying, toying, 
Night and day teazing, encreaſe your fears. 
Dreſſing and conqueſt ſo charm her brain, 
For fine powder'd ſparks ſhe negle&s her ſwain; 
If her want's not ſupply'd, you will be hornifed, 
Fly then the marriage ſtate as your bane! 


3 O N $368. Pie: Tie 


ANKIND are become a degenerate crew, 
And honour and honeſty quite out of date; 
Each makes it his buſineſs, his friend to undo, 
And at laſt the worſt villain enjoys the beſt ſtate 3 
- *Tis gold's the thing! 
Poor rogues muſt ſwing, 
While rich ones ſecurely jog on in the road; 
Since the world firſt began, fir, 
"Twas gold made the man, fir; 
No matter how gain'd to be rich is the mode. 


E 4 SONG 
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SONG 169. Tune: Man in imagination. 


W HEN an ignorant lover is ſlighted, | 
With nothing can he be delighted; 


He groans and he ſighs, 
And to Cvux1D applies, 
To ſweeten his angry laſs : 
But the lover who has bravery, 
Will ſubmit to no ſuch ſlavery, 
Briſkly he drinks, 
Of his miſtreſs ne'er thinks 
While the bottle round does paſs. 


SONG 170. 


IKE me the tender dove laments, 


Like me, in ſighs her ſorrows vents z 
When cruel fowlers force her love, 


For ſafety, far from her to rove ; 
Till ſhe again her charmer ſees, 
Her breaſt, like mine, refuſes eaſe : 
He, too, till then, denies relief, 


And lives, poor bird, like her in grief, 


SONG 171. 


HE prieſt, like the lawyers, are all of a gang, 

And the doctors like bees together do hang; 
The former wont pray, nor the latter preſcribe, 
Without you induce them thereto by a bribe. 


Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


The religion of both is in intereſt compriſed, 
The poor man is ſeldom by either advis'd ; 


But 


But 
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But if they're both feed they'll be ſure to attend 
And pray and proſcribe——till your ſtock's at an end. 


SONG 172. Tune: Miller's dance in Cephalus. 


ARENTS will be ever chiding; 
Never what we like approve ; 
Maids ſoon won, are ſoon confiding, 
Seldom doubting him they love. 

Half denying, 
Half complying, 
Meaning yes, but anſwering no; 
Faintly ſtrugling, 
Cloſely ſmugling 
Down we go, down we go. 


SONG 173. Tune: Of all comforts I miſcarried. 


CLER, HUS for ever will you treat me, 


And as ſwiftly fly to meet me. 

Har. Ever will you be this lover? 

Shall I ne'er a change diſcover ? 
CLeR. Here I ſwear to love but thee, 
Har. And here I vow but thine to be. 
CLer. Thus with my hand my heart receive, 
Har. And thus with mine my heart I give. 
CLeR, Never ranging 
Hax. Never changing. 
Bath, Happy thus for ever may we live. 


SONG 174. 


HE power of gold does all others ſurpaſs, 

It gives us wit, beauty, decorum; 
Tho? old and deform'd, for an angel you'll paſs, 
If you have plenty of wady rhinorum, 
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The lover who mals wich his iniſtreſ: luccees, 
Muſt always take care that the maid is well fee'd, 
No lawyer whate'er will your cauſe better plead ; 
Give her but your ready rhinorum. 


SONG 175. Tune: Buff coat. 
HEN I was a child, 


Was I never ſo wild, 
My mother, good woman, ne'er chid me ; 
The chief of my joys,” was to romp with the boys, 
And my mother ſhe never forbid me. 
At twelve I began 
To have thoughts of a man, 
As well as my mother who bore me; 
And now I'm fixteen, 
To be married I mean, 
For my mother did ſo before me. 


SONG 176. Tune: With a fland by clear the way. 


TTIR'D in rich brocades moſt gay, 
Give me the park, the ball, the play; 
Oh then how I'll frolick time away, 
With beaux and ladies fair. 
With thee, my deareſt, by my fide, 
In triumph, round the ring I ll ride, 
And may be do ſomething elſe befide, 
Which none of us can forbear. 


SONG 177.. Tune: Come let us prepare. 


FreD. 


ID all couples agree, 

Like thy miſtreſs and thee, 

How bleſt would each huſband and wife be ; 
CLER, 


LY 


E. 
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Cr. "of both ſexes then, 
Nine would wed out of ten, 
So lov'd would a conjugal life be. 


Fred. To a partner like her, | 
Who would wantons prefer? 
Or who would a batchelor tarry ? 
CLER. When at home he could find 
A wife to his mind, 
How much for his good 'tis to marry. 


SONG 178. Tune: A tenant of my own. 


V E maids for huſbands fit, fir, 

To tempt do all we can, With a fal. &c. 
In gallery, box, and pit, ſir, 
There's none but loves a man. With a fal, &C. . 


When we frown, and:bid you po, 
Be bolder than before ; 

For tho? we vow we hate it fo, 
There's nothing we love more! 


SONG 179. Tune: There was à bonny blade: 


O greater plague in life, 

Need he who has a wife, 

Who roars in his ears like a drum, drum, drum; 
Who ne'er by her good will, 
Would let her tongue lie ſtill, 

Yet he muſt ſubmit, and be mum, mum, mum. 


If ſuch a wife had I, 
Soon ſtill I'd make it lie, 


Or 
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Or her fide I would handſomely thrum, thrum; 
For the way her noiſe to quell, 


Is to thrum her jacket well 
And a wife is a bleſſing when dumb, Oc. 


SONG 180. | Tune: She got money by the bargain. 


E women would be forc'd to bliſs, 
Compliance damps the blefling : 
The young gallant who knows not this, 

Has learnt but half his leſſon. 

Tho? ſhy we ſeem, 

And vow we'll ſcream, 
It ſignifies not a farthing ; ; 

We'll be as ſtill 

As thief in mill, 
And thank you too in the bargain. 


SONG 18. Tune: Lumps of pudding. 


CLER. UR fears are now ended, our treubles all 
o'er. - | 

Har. Rewarded with thee, I deſire no more. 

CLer. Thus who can more happy or bleſs'd be than we. 

Har. Thus bleſs'd, and thus happy, for e'er may we be. 


Lvey. Since love and not money, moſt females entice, 
Take with you, good parents, this piece of ad- 
vice, 
To the man they deteſt, for his money ne'er wed 
em, 
For 'tis not the money, but man that mult bed 
'em. * 


SONG 


Fre 


Eve 


Un 


Toe 


All 
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SONG 182. The Epilogue. Tune: Sir Thomas 


J cannot. 


ALLANTS, I am come, diſpatch'd by our bard, 
To pay a poetical viſit ; 
To thank you, for ſhewing him ſo much regard, 
And more, by the by, to ſolicit. 
As to night you are join'd in his intereſt ſo ſtrong, 
To morrow, hold on, I entreat you ; 
And if, in return, you'll accept of a ſong, 
With one I am ready to greet you. 


The world is of late become ſo polite, 
That virtue 1s reckon'd a bubble ; 
The lady at court, her lord to requite, 
Won't ſcruple to carry double. 
While fome are laid fprawling by powder and ball, 
And others keep ſnug in their trenches ; 
Thank heav'n for peace, our foldiers ne'er fall, 
Unleſs in the arms of young wenches. 


Tho! fo much we boaſt of our taſte in attire, 
Our faſhions are. none of our own, firs; 

French airs and: French habits ſo much we admire, 
No Engliſb ones now will go down, firs. 

Even ſongs in old Engliſb are ſo much diſdain'd. 
That Talian, come flocking from Rome, fars 3 

Until by their ſqueeking your pockets are drain'd, 

They'll ne'er think it time to go home, firs. 


Too long have we ſuffered them here to dwell ; 
Our ſex are much better without them; 
All my grief will be, that they have paid them too well. 
For the——little they carry about em. £ 
3 
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If you were like them, oh what ſhould we do 
But thanks to our ſtars, you are not, ſirs; 


IMS... 


The taſk nature ſet you, you briſkly purſue, 
And prudently keep what you have got, firs, g 
In behalf of ourſelves, give me leave to appear. 
And put up our prayers for your favour : 
Good ladies and gentlemen, do but come here; V 
'To pleaſe you we will always endeavour. : 
Tho? a ſong in alian ſuch pleaſure now yields, T 
We'll ſtrive to make Engli/h as pleaſant ; T 
Oh, do but come often unto Goodman's-fields, I. 
And a ſong ſhall be always your preſent. N 
End of the Songs in the Lo VER HIS OWN RIVAL. 
My 
1 5 But 
f 5 Ih 
EG =, 4 
ESOLV'D, as her poet, of Cera to ſing, by | 
For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd thro? the ſpring; dba 
To flowers ſoft blooming e the ſweet maid, Wh 
But flowers, tho' blooming, at ev'ning may fade: 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright, 0 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 6 
For ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 
The clouds of mild evening arrayed in pale blue, and 
While the ſun-beams behind them peeped glittering Call: 
thro? 
Tho' to rival her charms they never can ariſe, Chery, 
Yet methought they look'd ſomething like CEL. 
ſweet eyes. 


Thel 


Wis 
Theſe beauties are tranſient ; but Ceria's will laſt, 
When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn, are paſt; 
For ſenſe, and good humour, no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my CELIA enlivens her charms. 


At length on a fruit-tree, a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on my pray'r: 
This bloſſom I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united fo well, 
This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell ; 
Be her perſon's dear emblem: but where ſhall J find, 
In nature a beauty that equals her mind ? 


This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call, 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor ſhall riſe 
By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 
So CELIA, when youth, that gay bloſſom is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd ſhall engage me the more, 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty, that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit 1s ripen'd by love, and by time. 


Ng 


SONG 184. I DiocLESIAN. 


OUND, ſound aloud, triumphant fame, 
Great DiocLes1an's name proclaim, 
In ever glorious lays ; 
Stand in the centre of the earth; 
Call all the world to join our mirth, 
And celebrate his praiſe, 


je, 
tering 


Chorus. Let all rehearſe, 
In lofty verſe, 
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Great Diocres1an's ſtory : 
Sound his renown, 
Advance his crown, 
Immortalize his glory. 


SONG 185. In the ſame. 


REeciTATIVE. 


REAT DiocLes the boar has kill'd, 
Whoſe fury did infeſt the land : 
What heart is not with rapture fill'd? 
What Roman can his joys command ? 


Arr. 


Down, down let him fall 
To the deepeſt ſhades below ; 
Contemn'd by all. 
And now let us bleſs the hand, 
That kindly has fav'd the land, 
By giving the fatal blow. 


RECITATIVE. 


The ſound of war we fear no more, 
We dread no fright of raging boar, 
And now, the ſhepherds, with their flocks, 
Returning ſafe from barren rocks, 
Will ſoon increaſe their ſtore. 
Then let our ſofter notes increaſe, 
To ſound the praiſe of calmer peace ; 
Tho? laurels have been ſtain'd with blood, 
Now peace beſtows her greater good. 


An 


Nos 


Gre 
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Alt. 


The peaſant, lab'ring in the field, 
Fair induſtry ſhall now requite : 

The ſword muſt to the fickle yield; 
And friend and foe in peace unite. 


REciTATIVE. 1 


With both our mighty monarchs crown'd ; | i 
Gentle in peace, in war renown'd. 7 


AIX. N. 


Of all the gifts that heawen Beſtoxus, 7 
The beſt, that from his bounty flows 4 '# 
Ts balmy peace : 
Whoſe ſoft increaſe reflores 
Whatever war deſtroys. 
Her happy reign 
Rewives the [wain, 
And opens a new ſcene of joys. 


ReciTATIVE. 
Now, to our mighty emperor begin 
Th enlivening ſtrain : 
High, higher let it riſe! 
Great as his worth, and laſting as his fame. 


AIX. 
Great liberty attend, _ 
The Roman cauſe defend; 
Guard us from open forces 
And 
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And home deſign : 
By DriocrEs, and thee, 
Made happy and free, 
And flill continue in his glorious line. 
here er the Roman cagles fly, 
Let them lead on to victory. 


Cho. pere er the Roman eagles fly, 
Let them lead on to victory. 


SONG 186. 


H what joy does conqueſt yield, 
When returning from the held, 
In triumphant ſtate we ſee, 
The godlike hero crown'd with victory. 
Laurel wreaths his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind; 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
Ev'ry voice in chorus join'd. 
All uniting to proclaim 
Th immortal honours of his name. 


— 
8 


— 
— — 


All the Songs in the EN HAN TIR. 


* All the paſſages marked with inverted commas, are omitted i 
the repreſentation, 


SONG i187. 


Burn ! I burn! 
Where e'er I turn, 
Each object feeds my flame; —_ 
The winds that whiſtle care away, 
The birds that ſing, the beaſts that play, 
Shew what a wretch I am! 


« A yretcl 


« 


« 


cc 


# A wretch of reaſon and of power, 
« Who in this trying hour 
* Cannot conquer or retreat; 
% Paſſion all my pow'r diſarms, 
« Mokoc yields to woman's charms, 
And trembles at her feet.“ 
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SON G 188. 


N vain I try'd 
Each ſoothing art, 
To ſwell her pride 
Or melt her heart. 


In vain your love, 
Your pow'r diſplay'd, 
Nor pow'r could move, 
Nor love perſuade. 


With lifted eyes, 
She ZoR Ex calls, 
Then ſtrikes her breaſt! 
The ſighs that riſe, 
The tear that falls, 
Declare the reſt. 


dia SON G i189. 1 


ſlaves below 
Prepare, prepare! 
Enchant the foe, 
Deceive the fair: 
Magic now with magic vies, 
Moroc's art, with Zaibpa's eyes. 


etch 


| 
' 
5 
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SONG 190. 


LY airy ſprites, 
Around her fly : 
Sooth her with delights, 
Charm her ear, and eye, 


Fly ſwifter than the wind, 
Let your ſpells her fancy bind, 
Thro' her ſenſes reach her mind. 


SONG 191. 


NTRUDER ſleep! in vain you try 
To huſh my breaſt, and cloſe my eye; 
The morning dews refreſh the flow'r, 
That unmoleſted blows ; 
But ineffectual falls the ſnow'r 
Upon the canker'd roſe. 


SON 8 192. 


16 H not your hours away, 
Youth ſhould be ever gay; 
Ever ſhould dance around 
Pleaſure's enchanted ground: 
Reaſon invites you, 
Paſſion excites you, 
Raptures abound! 


Spring ſhall her ſweets diſplay, 
Nature ſhall vie with art; 
No clouds ſhall ſhade the day, 

No grief the heart. 


Love 


Ws 
Love ſhall his treaſures bring, | 
Beauty ſhall ſport and ſing, 5 
Free as the zephyrs wing. 
Soft as his kiſs, 
« Changing 
6 and 15 
40 Ranging i 
1% From bliſs to bliſs.” 


Let us be ever free, 


Come then ſweet liberty ! 
What's life without love, what love without thee ? 


SONG 193. 


HAT E' ER you ſay, whate'er you do, 
My heart ſhall ſtill be fix'd and true 
The vicious boſom love deforms, 

And rages there in guſts and ſtorms; 

But love with us a conſtant gale 

Juſt ſwells the ſea, and fills the ſail; 

Neither of winds or waves the ſport, 

We rule the helm, and gain the port. 


SONG 194. 


HE N youthful charms 
Fly pleaſure's arms, 
Kind nature's gifts are vain ; 
We fhonld not ſave, 
What nature gave, 
But kindly gave again. 


Tho? ſcorn and pride 
Our wiſhes hide, 
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And tho? the tongue ſays, nay ; 
The honeſt heart, 
Takes pleaſure's part, 
Denying all we ſay. 


The birds in ſpring, 
Will ſport and ſing, 
And revel through the grove; 
And ſhall not we, 
As blithe and free, 
With them rejoice and love? 


Let love and joy, 

Our ſpring employ, Z. 
Kind nature's law fulfil; 

Then ſport and play 


333 — —— c Gate 
wy * . * " 9 * 3 
? 


Now whilſt we may, Ly 

We cannot when we will. Mo 

S O N G 195. | Lys 

| | Lai 

Lyss A. OULD. you taſte the ſweets of love, Iyg 
| Ever change, and ever rove, bh 
Fly at pleaſure, and away. Mos 


- 


Love's the cup of bliſs and woe, 
Nectar if you taſte and go, 
Poiſon if you ſtay, 


be tt. ts tn. ad * 
* 


ZalpA. Would you taſte the ſweets of love, 
Never change and never rove, _ 
Fly from pleaſures that betray. 
23 Love's the cup of bliſs, and woe, 
1 Poiſon if you taſte and go, 
| Nectar if you ſtay, 


| | SON 
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SONG 196, 


URN and ſee what pleaſures woo you, 
Let not love in vain purſue you, 
Seize his bleſſings while you may, 
Love has wings and will not ſtay. 


SONG 197. 


LyssA. Hear her ſighs, believe her tears, 

The heart may change that pants with 
fears. 

Z alba. Hear not my ſighs, nor truſt my tears, 

| My heart may pant, but not with fears: 

His treaſure loſt, the miſer mourns. 

Lyss A. More treaſure found, his joy returns. 

Mor oc, Hence jealouſy and love-ſick cares 

Vengeance now my boſom tears ! 

Lrss a. The Joys of power will here attend thee ! 

Z alba. The joys of love with ZoxkEs ſend me! 

we, MLyssa. *© With him your heart new woes would prove. 

a1Da. * I fear no woes with him J love. 

Moxoc. © Away with love and fond defires— 

“ Vengeance rage with all thy fires.” 


8s ON G 198. 


ACK to your ſource, week, fooliſh tears, 
L Away fond love and woman's fears; 

A nobler paſſion warms : 

he dove ſhall ſoar with eagle's wing, 

From earth I ſpring, . 

nd fly to Heav'n, and Zores's arms. 
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SONG 199. 
Faithful youth, 
To ſhake-thy truth, 
No more ſtrall fiends combine; 
Now gently move, 
To meet that love, 


That truth which equals thine. 


% What angel's voice, what ſweet enchanting breath 
« Calls hapleſs Zorxes from the bed of death? 

4 In terror's gloom, 

« Night's awful womb, 

„My ſoul impriſon'd lay, 

« But now I wake to day, 
« Too weak my pow'rs to bear this flood of light, C 
For all Elyzium opens to my ſight.” 

SONG 200. Duet. 

No power could divide us, no terror dif- 
| may, 3 | 
No treaſures could bribe us, no falſhood betray: 
No demons could tempt us, no o pleaſure could 


move, 
No magic could bind us, but the magic of 


ZAIDA, 


55 love. i 
Zonxzz. The ſpell round. my heart was the image of A 
you ; | 
Then how could I fail to be conſtant and true? . H 
Zaipa. The ſpell round my heart was the image of Ml et! 


you ; In 
Then how could I fail to be conſtant and true! bow 
r 


SONG 


[90-3 
SON G 201. 


E ſons of ſimplicity, 
Love and felicity, 

Ye ſhepherds who pipe on the plain; 
Leave your lambs and your ſheep, 
Our revels to keep, 

Which Zores and Zaipa ordain. 
Your ſmiles of tranquillity, 
Hearts of humility, 

Each fiend of the boſom deſtroy : 

For virtue and mirth 
To bleflings give birth, 
Which Zores and Zaipa enjoy. 


Chorus. How happy the hour, 
When paſſion and pow'r 
No longer united, no longer oppreſs : 
When beauty and youth 
With love and with truth ! 
For ever united, for ever ſhall bleſs. 


ay: End of the Songs in the ENCHANTER.,. 
ul Wl — i ; 
« of SONG 202. The Phenix, 


MANDA's fair, by all confeſs'd, 
Her ſkin ſoft, ſnowy white, 

As down, that cloaths the turtle's breaſt ; 
Her eyes like di'monds bright ; 


* Yet farther ſtill the nymph excells 
| In each celeſtial grace, 
1 That midſt the heart's ſoft lab'rinth n 


Or in the ſoul takes place. 
N 6G G 
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How much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find ; 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and virtue join'd. 
The caſket, where to outward ſhow, 
'The artiſt's hand is ſeen, 
Is doubly valued when we know 
It holds a gem within. 


SONG 203. Pc; or, the Fickle Fair. 


E ſhepherds, who, bleſs'd in your loves, 
Live ſtrangers to ſorrow and care, 
O! pity a brother that proves 
The heart breaking pangs of deſpair. 
What boots it my heifers and ewes 
All thriving and pregnant I find, 7 
Poor bleſſings, poor comforts, are thoſe, - 
Since PEGGY 1s falſe and unkind ! 


Bear witneſs, each fountain and vale, 
Bear witneſs, each garden and grove, 
How oft ſhe has heard my fond tale, 
And ſmil'd on the ſuit of my love. 
But, oh! cruel change that I find, 
The gentle is now grown ſevere, 
More cold than the north's chilling wind, 
That blaſts the young buds of the year. 


Range wildly, my flocks and my herds ; 
Be gone from your maſter, poor TRA; 

My pipe ſhall no more wake the birds, 

Pl! break it and fling it away. 


Some 


„„ 

Some deſert, all barren and bleak, 
Shall ſhield me from every eye; 

There, PIO Ov, I'll weep for thy ſake, 
PI weep, cruel maid, and Pl! die. 


8 O NG 204. BETSWY STONE, 


HIL E youthful bards in lyric lays, 

A brilliant train of beauties praiſe, 

And each prefers his own ; | 
Be mine the taſk to ſing the fair, g Fo 
Whoſe charms engage beyond compare, T 
The lovely BeTsy SToxe. 9. 


For beauty Venus was renown'd, 
And dignity SaTURNIA crown'd, 
In ſenſe Mix ERVA ſhone ; 
But would you in one object find, 
Thoſe great perfections all combin'd, 
Obſerve my BeTsY STONE. 


Not rich, Arabia's fragrant dews, 
Nor ſweets that primroſe beds diffuſe, j. 
By vernal zephirs blown ; | A 
Not all the flowrets of the field, * 
Can ſuch reviving odours yield, 
As charming BETsY STONE. 


While ſome in queſt of ſordid gain, 
In veſſels croſs the briny main, 
To diſtant climes unknown; 
I'd give up India's precious ſtore, 
With fertile Peru's golden ore, 
To purchaſe BETsY STONE. by 


G 2 
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Though other charmers may impar!, 
True bliſs to man, my conſtant heart 
Is fix*d on her alone; 
To her VIl ev'ry thought apply; 
Oh may [ live, ye gods! and die, 
With lovely Betsy SToxe. 


SONG 205. The Modeſt Lover. 
* ſilent extaſy I gaze | 


On FLavia's face and air, 
Vhilſt to my heart, each look conveys 
Both pleaſure and deſpair ; 
For where ſo many charms unite, 
The object ſure muſt fill, 
A tender breaſt, with keen delight, 
Yet that delight may kill. 


Too true, alas! ſuch beauty s pow'r, 
Well pleas'd we wear the chain; 

But if the fair's unkind, we're ſure 
To die with grief and pain. 

This, FLAvIA, is my hapleſs caſe, 

Thy charms attract my eyes; 

Yet if thy rigour does not ceaſe, 
Alas! poor STREPHON dies. 


SONG 206. Corin's Complaint By Nicho- 
| LAS Rowe, Eſq. 


LD beſide a clear ſtream, - 

A ſhepherd forſaken was Jaid, 
And, whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head: 


* 
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The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 

And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 
(Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd) 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had Jy'd : 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a pleaſure too great: 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


Fow ſooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown! 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forfake the fine folks of the town ? 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love? 


What tho? I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho? the muſes my temples have crown'd 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah! Coin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic js ſweeter than thine. 


All you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : | 
a G 3 Tho 


„ 
Tho! thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 


*T'was hers to be falſe, and to change; 
*Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found ; 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſnepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 
And frolick it all the long day: 
While CoLin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


SONG 297. Anſwer to CoLinN's COMPLAINT. 


E winds, to whom Colix complains 
In ditties ſo ſad, and ſo ſweet, 

Believe me, the ſhepherd but feigns 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit: 
No charmer like CoLin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new art: 
Ah! Corin's a jugler in love, 

And likes to play tricks with my heart. 


; 
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When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, f 
Seem doleful, and alter his face, 41 
Can tremble, and breathe out his tale, | 
Ah! Corin has every peace. i 
The willow my rover prefers 1 
To the breaſts where he once begg'd to lie; 14 
And the ſtreams that he ſwells with his tears, 
Are rivals belov'd more than J. 


His head my fond boſom would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon bear him to reſt ; 
Let the ſwain that is ſlighted deſpair, 
But Col ix is only in jeſt, 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair; 
For Cori but dies in his lines, 
And gives himſelf that modiſh air, 


* 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame ? 
But Col ix makes paſſion his ſport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
My voice of no muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my perſon of aught that is fine 
But Colix may find to his coſt, 
A face that is fairer than mine. 


Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 1 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep; , 
And die in the much-favour'd brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep. 
Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets ſo ſmooth and divine 3 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſick as thine. 


* | 


1 152 ] 
Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, 
The heart's-eaſe, the lily, and pink, 
Let they fingers a garland compoſe, 
And crown'd by the rivulet's brink : 
How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear, 
How much my fond ſoul did admire 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
Tho” deck'd in thy rural attire ? 


Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That all your ſmall ſubjects obey'd ; 
And ſtill you reign'd king of this heart, 
Whoſe paſſion you falſely upbraid. 
How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me; 
And how well I could live in a ſhade, 
Tho? adorn'd with nothing but thee ? 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Tho? never fo fine, and ſo gay? 

I freely would leave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt, and a bed of new hay, 

Then, CoLin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love; 

Let me find thee a faithful, true ſwain, 
And as conſtant a nymph I will prove. 


SONG 208. Corin's ComPLAINT, burleſqued. 


Y the ſide of a glimm'ring fire, 
Melinda ſat penſively down, 
Impatient of rural eſquire; 
And vex'd to be abſent from town: 


The 


E 
The cricket from under the grate, 
With a chirp to her ſighs did reply: 
And the kitten, -as grave as a cat, 
Sat mournfully purting hard by. 


Alas! filly maid that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining, ſhe cry'd ; 
When firſt 1 forſook that dear place, 
*Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
How gayly I paſs'd the long day, 
In a round of continu'd delight? 
Park, viſits, aſſemblies, and play, 
And quadrille to enliven the night. 


How ſimple was I to believe 
Deluſive poetical dreams, 
The flatt'ring landſkips they give, 
Of groves, meads, and murm'ring ſtreams ? 
Bleak mountains, and wild ſtaring rocks, 
Are the wretch'd reſult of my pains ; 
The ſwains greater brutes than their flocks, 
And the nymphs as polite as the ſwains. 


What though I have ſkill to enſnare, 
Where ſmarts in bright circles abound ? 
What though at St. James's at prayers, 
Beaus ogle devoutly around ? 
Fond virgin, thy power is loſt 
On a race of rude Hztentor brutes ; 
What glory in being the toaſt 
Of noiſy dull ſquires in boots. 


And thou, my companion, ſo dear, 
My all that is left of relief, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to diſſuade me from grief: 
G 5 
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'Tis in vain then, you'll ſay, to repine 
At ills which can't be redreſs'd ; 
But in ſorrows ſo pungent as mine, 
To be patient, alas! is a jeſt. 


If farther, to ſooth my diſtreſs, 
Thy tender compaſſion is led, 
Call Jexxy to help to undreſs, 
And decently put me to bed. 
The laſt humble ſolace I wait, 
Would heaven indulge me the boon, 
Some dream leſs unkind than my fate, 
In a viſion tranſport me to town. 


CLARISSA mean time weds a beau, 
Who decks her in golden array, 
The fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 
And flaunts it at park and at play; 
Whilſt here we are left in the lurch, 
Forgot and ſecluded from view, 
Unleſs when ſome bumpkin at church, 
Stares wiſtfully o'er the pew. 


SONG 209. Another burleſque of the ſame.. 


v the ſide of a great kitchen fire, 
A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his deſire, 
A kettle ſupported his head: 


The hogs, that were fed by the houſe, 
To his ſighs with a grunt did reply; | | 
And a gutter, that car'd not a louſe, ny 7 

Ran mournfully muddily by. 


But 


E 8s. ] 
But when it was ſet in a diſh, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
My mouth it does water and wiſh ; 
I think it had better been fry'd. 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
"Twas as great as a prince in his chair: 
Oh! could I but eat it, he ſais, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 15 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
It was made for ſo homely a clown: 
Or that it would have a reprieve, 
From the dainty fine folks of the town! 
Could I think that a pudding ſo fine 
Could ever uneaten remove ? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen of love. 


What though at the fire I've wrought, 
Where puddings do broil and do fry ? 

Though part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by? 

Ah! Colix !. thou muſt not be firſt ! 
Thy knife and thy platter reſign 

There's Mak RET will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn is ſooner than thine. 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me fo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail; 
Though through all the rooms I ſhall rove, 
»Tis vain from my fortune to go, 
is its fate to be often above, | 
it *Tis mine for to want it below- 


7 

ö 
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If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In your breaſt any pity be found, 
Ye ſervants that early do dine, 
Coꝛne ſee how I lie on the ground: 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor QoLin lov'd pudding too well. 


Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 
And flowers are ſtrew'd on the brim ; 
Whilſt CoLin, forgotten and gone, 
By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above. 


Ke — 


Alt the Songs in THoMAs and SALLY, 
By Mr. I. BIcKERSTAT PRE. 


SONG 210. 


H E ecchoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away: 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds, 

Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox, 

O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; | 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 

The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like bacchanals, ſhouting and gay ; 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, | 
And looſe the fatigues of the day, With 


As 


So 
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With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


SONG 211. 


M Y former time how briſk, how gay! 
Oh ! blith I was, as blith could be; 
But now I'm ſad, ah, well-a-day ! 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 
Thovgh all their arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death can love but one, 
And he, alas! 1s gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light's return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


SONG 212. 


HAT May day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 
In ſinging, and crying——heigho ? 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
By her's tune your pipe when 'tis low: 

Fly round, and. coquet it as ſhe does, 

And never fit crying——heigho. 


hough when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I know; 
hat e' er all our toying is over, 

We cannot help crying —heigho. 


PIT 
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In age, ev'ry one a new part takes, 
I find to my ſorrow ' tis ſo; 
When old, you may cry till your heart achs, 
But no one will mind you——heigho. 


SONG 213. 


E RE I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch, he; 
E' er on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, I aſk not wealth, 
Grant me but innocence and health ; | 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice ? 
"Tis only virtue gives it price. 


SONG 214. 
HZNI was a young one, what girl was like 
me? 


So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
J tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


Bu 
To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; I 


*T'was this ſir—and that fir—but ſcarce ever nay; 
And Sundays dreſs'd out in my ſilks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 
Well reſt him; we all are as good as we can 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for firaws, 
And jealous——tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe... 


ke 


Egad I've a tongue, and I paid him his own. 
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He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 


Ye wives take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untowr'd, 
Stand firm to our charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago : 
This time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunning his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance, 
I ſtill love a tune, tho? unable to dance; 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I reach that to others, I once did myſelf, 


S8. ONO 2158. 


IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth; 

There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure, 
But *tis love muſt give them birth, 


That warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte ; 

But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren waſte. 


SONG 2216. 


AN the weak taper's feeble rays, 
Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze ? P 
Oh! no——then ſay how ſhall I, 1 
In words be able to expreſs 
My love ?——it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for SaLLY, 


. i 
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When late I wander'd o'er the plain, 

From nymph, to nymph, I ſtrove in vain, 
My wild defires to rally ; 

But now they're of themſelves come home, 

And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam : 
They centre all in SALLY. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries I court but to deſtroy : 

Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather then injure SALLY. 


Come then, oh come, thou ſweeter far ! 
Then jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lillies of the valley; 
O follow, love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in SaLLy. 


SONG 217. Duet. 


Squire, (3 OME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not 
; be deny'd ; 
Fine cloathes you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it 
away : 


PII give you this purſe too, and hark you be- 
| ſide, 


We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſum- 
mer's day. 
* 


DALLY, 


8. 


1 


SALLY. Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd» 
Oh ſhould hapleſs SaiLy conſent to be 
naught ! 
Beſides, fir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd 


The heart's not worth gaining which 1s to 
be bought. 


Squire, Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue, 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be 
put ; 
And laugh, as you roll in-your chariot along, 
At draggle-tail chaſtity walking a-foot. 


SALLY, If only thro? fear of the world I was ſhy, 
My coyneſs, and modeſty were but ill ſhown ; 
Its pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy, 
But how, tell me how, I ſhou'd purchaſe my 
own. 


Squire, Leave morals to grey-beards, thoſe lips were 
deſign'd 
For better employment. 
rr. I'll not be a whore. 


v(uwre, Oh fye, child! love bids you be rich, and be 


not kind; 
SALLY, Bat virtue commands me, be honeſt and poor. 
t it 
SONG 218. 
be- ROM ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing Moun- 
-. EW 
ſum⸗ 


In old Englanu we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo boys, what 
cheer ! 


LLY-W For a ſailor that's juſt come a-ſhore ? 


Thoſe 


— 
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Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 
And to cut us and flaſh us Morblicu ! 

But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, 
We have ſlic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 

The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, \ 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, 


S. 

You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 

Your damn'd party and idle conteſt, 
And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, T 

Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. T! 

A ſ-a-faring ſpark, if the maids can effect, 

Bid the fimpering gypſies look to't ; Th 
Sound bottoms they'll find us, in every reſpect, | 

And our pockets well laden to boot. *% 
The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, B 


Have more art, to perſuade and the like; 
But *ware thoſe falſe colours, for better for worſe 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid ; 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail; 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at her helm, 

'Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


[103-3 
SONG 219, 


LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done ; 
For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'l loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and fighing, and vows and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe, you may run; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine! 
But mark you the conſequence, . mun ; 

The baggage will think herſe'f really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 

And no opportunity ſhun ; 

She'll tell you the hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out; 
But mum ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


SON G 220. 


USPICIOUS fpirits guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide ; 
With out-ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball afide. 


ind you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

\ ſympathetic paſiion feel, 

Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


e winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave, 
Like airs, that o'er the garden ſweep; 
reathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave, 
N The calm, ſmooth boſſom of the deep. 


r 
| A 
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Till Halcyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms ; ; 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


SONG 221. Duet. 


Squire, V ELL met, pretty maid, 
Nay, don't be afraid; 
I mean you no miſchief, I vow z 
Pha ! what is't you ail ? 
Come, give me your pail, 
And PII carry it up to your cow. 


SALLY. Pray let it alone, 
I've hands of my own, 
Nor need yours to help me—forbear ! 
Ho can you perſiſt ? 
I won't, fir, be kiſt, 
Nor teaz'd thus——go trifle elſewhere. 


Squire, In yon lonely grove, 
I ſaw an alcove, 
All round the ſweet violet ſprings ; 
And there was a thruſh, 
Hard by in a buſh, - 


*Twould charm you to hear how he ſings. 


SALLY, But hark! pry'thee hark! 


Look yonder's a lark, 

It warbles and pleaſes me ſo; 
To hear the ſoft tale, 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 

I would not be tempted to go. 


Sguire. Then here we'll fit down: 
s Come, come, never ſrown ! 


Sa 


Seu 
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No longer my bliſs L'Il retard; 


Kind Venus ſhall ſpread 
Her veil over head, 


And the little rogue Curio keep guard. 


SONG 222. Tri. 


AUCY raſcal, this intruſion 
You ſhall anſwer to your coſt ; 
Bully'd, ſcandaliz'd, confuſion ! 
All my ſchemes and wiſhes croft, 


Sgrire. 


Tnou. Hark you, maſter, keep your diſtance, 
*Sblood, take notice what 1 ſay ; 
There's the channel, no reſiſtance, 
Tack about, and bear away. 


SALLY, Would you wreſt our freedom from us ? 
Now my heart has loſt its fear; 
Oh my beſt, my deareſt Thomas, 
Suro ſome angel brought you here, 


Sguire. Since her paltry inclination 
Stoops to ſuch a thing as you; 
Thus I make a recantation, 


Wretched, fooliſh girl adieu! 


SONG 223. 


P E HOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 

And all the dangers of the main, 
here billows burſt, and. tempeſts roar, 
Vour faithful Tou returns again; 
ſeturns, and with him brings a heart, 
hich ne'er from SALLY ſhall depart, 
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After long toil, and perils paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native ſoil; 
With conqueſts to return at laſt, 
And deck our ſweet-hearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhou'd pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


SONG 224. Duet. 


Tuon. E T fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe, or art, 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


SALLY. Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the lye; 
I own the paſſion in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


Trom. For this the ſailor on the maſt, IS 


Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


SLIT. For this the virgin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes ; 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Both. Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſb virgins will be kind; 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


SONG 


1 
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SONG 225. Duet. 


Squire. RYTHEE, Dorcas, forbear. 
Dorcas. Prythee ſquire, but hear, 

Nor make for a girl ſuch a pother, 
Sguire. But juſt in the nick, 


To be play'd ſuch a trick, 
Say, what ſhall I do? 
Dorcas. | Get another. 
Squire. Get another! but where 
Shall I find one ſo fair ? 
Dorcas. In the next—though with this you miſcarred; 
Leave your rival to grieve, 
Whom no change can relieve. 
Squire, What change can he wiſh for ? 
Dorcas. He's marry'd. 


End of the Songs in THOMAS AND SALLY. 


SON G 226. 


fYOME Roc and NEIL, come Simkxin and 
BELL, 


Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
'To celebrate harveſt home : 
*Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ftore, 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 

Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand : 

For Ceres, Oc. 


_ » ö , 
* * * 
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1 No courtier can be, ſo happy as we, 


In innocence, paſtime, and mirth ; 
While thus we carouſe, with our ſweet- heart, or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth : 
When Cæxzs bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, &c. 


SONG 227. The Virgin unmaſked, 


T is, I believe, 
Next Heollantide eve, 
A twelve month ſince firſt I began; 


To hold up my head, Az 
In love to be read, At 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man, 5 
Young Damon I ſaw, ; 
He kiſs'd me, oh la! En 
I vow thro' my boſom it ran; 
My lips he ſo preſt, I 
Tis true I proteſt, An 
I thought him the duce of a man, Gaz 
PHILANDER the gay, _= 
I met at the pla 1 
P 7 
My heart beat a furious ratan; —_ 
Becauſe you muſt know, ve 
I ſome time ago, Dam 
Had hopes of his being the man. 
Briſk STREPHoON came next, 
- But then I was vext, F 
He play'd with miſs PnILLIs's fan; | 
I own, to be ſure, | The p 


I I could not endure, 
To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man, My 
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My mother and aunts 
| Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do I care, 
I vow and declare, 
I'll fit myſelf ſoon with a man. 


SONG 228. The joys of Harveſt. 


OW pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains, 

And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and 
ſwains, 

As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong; 

Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 

And when tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes roar, 

Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear CLoe, from them, let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſed ev'ry moment of life as it flies: 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt improve, 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love; 
Our heart's then a provident care ſhould engage, 
To lay friendſhip in tore, for the winter ot age, 
Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm e'en CLoe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


SONG 229. Inwnſlancy reguited. 


ROM nymph to nymph, my heart had roy'd, 
The brown, the fair, my flames approy'd, 
The pert, the proud, by turns have lov'd, 
H 


And 
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And kindly filled my arms ; — ; 

I danc'd, I ſung, I talk'd, I toy'd, Ty 

While this I woo'd, I that enjoy'd, | 

And e'er the kind, with kindneſs cloy'd, 
The coy reſigned her charms. 


Bat now alas! thoſe days are done, 

The wrong'd are all reveng'd by one, 

Who like a frighted bird is flown, 

Vet leaves her image here; 

Oh! could I yet her heart recal, : j 
Before her feet my pride ſhould fall, 1 

And for her ſake, forſaking all, 

I'd fix for ever there. 


SONG 230. A Love Rhapſody. 


LAS, my heart, my doating heart, | 

By fooliſh, fond defire betrayed ; ' 

Thou tak'ſt my fair tormentor's part, | 
And giv'ſt my foe a rebel's aid, 


In doubt I live; diſtracting pain, 

And fear, and hope, divide my breaſt; 
I wiſh, unwiſh, and wth again, 

Nor with her, nor without her bleſt. 


Oh! tell me, Cue1D, wanton boy, 
Thou ſource of ev'ry ſoft deſire ; 
Why doſt thou mix with pain, thy joy, 
And various paſſions thus inſpire ? 


Say, when the ſoul in rapture ſtrays ; 

Deluded, with its eaſy thrall, | 7 
Oh love! does this, thy triumph raiſe, 
To daſh the pleaſing cup with gall. 


SONG 


FRET” 
SONG 231. The Enamorats. 


8 CLEora then my own ? 
Oh! the joy beyond expreſling ! 
Fickle fortune, ſmile or frown, 
Still I'm happy, her poſſeſſing. 


Deckt with each bewitching charm, 
Ev'ry look and motion's taking; 

She has eyes the dead might warm, 
When the talks, an angel's ſpeaking. 


Hither, from Idalian groves, 

Hither come, ye ſmiles and graces ; 
With a thouſand little loves, 

To aſſiſt our fond embraces. 


Haſte, the downy couch prepare, 
All unwelcome gueſts retreating ; 

Baniſh noiſe, and pain, and care, 
Pleaſure only, leave in waiting. 


SONG 232. Retirement. 


AREWEL, the ſmoaky town adieu! 
| Farewel, each rude and ſenſual joy; 
Gay fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 

That in poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garniſh'd ſcene I'll fly, 
Where folly keeps her court; 

To wholeſome ſound philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


H 2 


( 72 ] 
How happy is the humble cel!, 
How bleſt the deep retreat ; 
Where ſorrows billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſſions tempeſts beat. 


But ſafely thro? the ſea of life, 
Calm reaſon wafts us o'er ; 
Free from ambition, noiſe and ſtrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. 


SONG 233. Introduced in the Squire of Alſatia, 
when performed at Crow-ſtreet theatre. 


1 TH an old ſong made by an old ancient pate, 


Of an old worſhipful gentleman that had a great 
eſtate, : 


Which kept an old houſe at a bountiful rate, 
And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate; 
Moderation, moderation. 


Wich an old lady whoſe anger a good word aſſwages, 
Who every quarter pays her old ſervants their wages, 
Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, footmen 
nor pages ; 
But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and badges; 
5 Moderation, c. 


With an old ſtudy fill'd full of learned old books, 

With an old reverend parſon, whom you may judge by 
his looks, 

With an old buttery hatch worn quite off the hooks, 

And an old kitchen that maintains half a dozen of 
| ' Cooks; Moderation, c. 


With 
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With an old hall hung about with guns, pikes and 


bows, 


With old ſwords and bucklers that have born many 
ſhrewd blows, | 
And an old frize coat to cover. his worſhip's trunk-hoſe, 
And a cup of old ſherry to comfort his copper noſe, 
Moderation, Oc. 


With an old faſhion, when Chriſtmas is come, 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 
And good cheer enough to furniſh every old room, 
And old liquor able to make a cat ſpeak and a wiſe 
man dumb ; Moderation, Qc. 


With an old huntſman, a falconer and a kennel of 
hounds, 

Which never hunted nor hawked but in his own grounds; 

Who like an old wiſe man kept himſelf within his own 


bounds, 
And when he dy'd, gave every child a thouſand old 
pounds; Moderation, &c. 


But to his eldeſt ſon, his houſe and land too he aſ- 
ſign'd, 

Charging him in his will to keep the old bountiful mind; 

To love his good old ſervants, and to his neighbours be 


kind ; 
But in the enſuing ditty you ſhall hear how he was in- 
. Clin'd ; Alteration, alteration, 


'Tis a wonderful Alteration, 


Like a young gallant newly come to his land, 
That keeps a brace of whores at his command, 


H 3 And 


4 
| 
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And takes up a thouſand pounds upon his own land, | 


And lies drunk in a new tavern, till he can neither go 
nor ftand ; Alter ation, Cc. 


With a neat lady that is briſk and fair, 
'That never knew what belong'd to good houſekeeping 
or care ; | 
But buys ſeveral fans to play with the wanton air ; 
And ſeventeen or eighteen dreſſings of other men's hair; 


— Alteration, c. 


With a new hall built where the old one ſtood, 


Wherein is burnt neither coal nor wood; 
And a ſhovel-board table ſmooth and red as blood, 


Hung round with pictures that do the poor no good; 


Alteration, &c. 


With a new ſtudy ſtuft with pamphlets and plays; 
With a new chaplain that ſwears faſter than he prays ; 
With a new buttery-hatch that opens once in four oz 

five days 
With a new Freuch cook to make kickſhaws and toys ; 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new faſhion, when Chriſtmas is come, 
With a new journey up to London we muſt be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter Joan, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with a 
ſtone; Alteration, Oe. 


With a gentleman-ufher,. whoſe carriage is complete; 
With a footman, coachman, and page to carry meat; 


With a paiting gentlewoman, whoſe drefling is very 


- neat, 
Who, when the maſter has din'd, let's the ſervants not 
cat 3 Alteration, c. 


With 


735 J 
With a new honour bought with the old gold; 
That many of his father's old manors had fold ; 
And this is the occaſion that moſt men do hold 
That good houſckeeping is now grown ſo cold; 
Alteration, &c. 


SONG 234. The Wi. 


RANT me ye pow'rs a calm repoſe, 
Exempt from noiſe, and ſtrife, and pride; 
Where I may pity human woes, 
And taſte the pleaſures you provide. 


Unenvy 'd by the proud and great, 
My hours ſhall ſweetly ghde away; 
While conſcious of my ſtill retreat, 
Chearfui I hail the opening day. 


And if I may ſelect the maid, 
From all the ſofter ſex below; " 
May STELLA be alone convey'd, h 
Whoſe beauties bid my boſom glow. 


At length when life is in decline, 
. Celeſtial manſions let me view; 
Without a groan my breath refipn, 
And peaceful bid the world adieu. 


A. * 
3 A 
- 


SONG 235. Love's Elegy. 


AREWELL, IAN TR, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; * 
Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, : 
And fann'd love's kindling flame. . 


H 4 Vet 
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Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corvypon's rich heir, 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteoos fair, 


Adieu! my native ſoil! ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills, 


Adieu! ye groves, and flow'ry dales, 


Clear ſtreams, and chryftal rills ; 
Adieu! ye bring into my mind, 

Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
When Ir RIS found IanTae kind, 

And pleaſure ſtrew'd his way. 


E'er dawn, my homely ſteps I'll bend 
Where diſtant mountains riſe, 

In hopes that reaſun there may ſend, 
That aid, ſhe here denies ; 

That time and abſence may efface, 
Her image from my breaſt, 


Which while ſhe there maintains a place, 


Can never taſte of reſt. 


SONG 236, The Lock and key. 
-O OD mother, if you pleaſe, you may 


Place others to obſerve my way 
Or be yourſelf the watchful ſpy, 
And keep me ever in your eye; 
Unleſs the will itſelf reſtrain, 
'The care of others is in vain ; 
And if myſelf 1 do not keep, 
Inſtead of watching—you may ſleep. 
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When you forbid what love inſcires, 
Forbidding, „ou bit fan :ts fires : 
Reſtraint does appetite enruge, 

And youth may prove to ſtrong for. age: 
Then leave me unconfin'd and free, 
With prudence for in, ock and key; 
Fo. if myſelf I do not keep, 

"nſtead of watching,—all may ſleep. 


ING 237. On the fame ſubje: 


"ds, intitled, Freedom the Safe-guard 0 1c - 


ou will you may 
* ſpies and guards to watch my way, 
K my looks with jealous cye, 
y well-dreft twain is nigh; 
oman's wit a way will find, 
dite of caution, to be kind. 
myſelf I do not keep, 
id of watching you may fleep.. 


ald you ſecure the fair at home, 

bid her wander, bid her roam; 

11*d out with fops and fools all day, 

o more ſhe' II aſk abroad to ftray : 

"Tis freedom's ſelf muſt make her true, 

And fix her choice on none but you.. 
For if ourſelves we do not keep, 
{nſtead of watching we may ſleep. 


SONG 238. The prudent Lover. 
UCIND A once my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 

And triumph'd o'er my heart; 
Each hour was tranquil, calm and bleſt, 

*T was more than death to part. 
Hs 
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No jealous fears intruding came, : 
No anxious doubts annoy ; 
Our thoughts our hopes, were all the ſame, 


All tranſport, love and jov. 


But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was o'er, 
Full ſoon ſhe fickle prov'd, 
And left her ſhepherd to-deplore, 
The loſs of her he lov'd. 
Yet think not, that for thes I grieve, 
Or pine at thy diſdain ; 
There needs no comfort to relieve, 
No balm to heal my pain. 


For when I think how falſe thon arr, 
I thank the gods above, 

Who gave me pow'r to wean my heart, 
From thy inconſtant love. 

But this, Lucinopa, this expect, 
Rewarded thou ſhalt be; 

Thou too, falſe maid, ſhall meet neglect, 
While I am bleſt and free. 


SONG 239. The Willow, as ſung in OTHELLc 


H E poor ſoul ſat ſinging by a fycamore-tree ; 
Sing all a green willow: 
Her hand on her boſom, her head on her knee: 
Sing willow, willow, willowꝛ. 
The freſh ſtream ran by her, and murmur'd her moans ; 
Sing willow, c. 
Her ſalt tears fell from her, and' ſoften'd: the ſtones. 
Sing willow, Cc. 
Willow, willow, Oe. 
Sing all a green willow muft be my garland; 


Let 
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Let nobody blame him, his ſeorn I approve. 
I call'd my love falſe love, but what ſaid he then ? 
Sing willow, Sc. 
If I court more women, you'l couch with more men. 


SONG 240. Karri. 


'"HILST other bards in fictious lays, 
Sing CLoe's or fair Daynne's praiſe, 
And all their charms relate ; 
Let me employ my real verſe, 
In flowing numbers, and rehearſe 
Thoſe of my lovely Kare. 


My Kari is as ſweet a laſs 
As &er trod the verdant graſs, 
Upon a ſummer's day ;. 
She's chearful as the birds in ſpring,. 
And more melodiouſly doth ſing 
Than they in blooming May. 


Her lips the coral's red outvy, 
Her teeth's more white than ivory, 
Her ſmiles create delight; 
Her ſkin excels the new-fall'n. ſnows,. 
Her ſparkling eyes as black as ſloes, 
| Unto the world give light. 


Her ſlender waiſt 'doth taper fall, 

Arms round and ſmooth, her fingers ſmall! 
So ſkilful ſtrike the lyre,. 

"That Orxynevs' ſelf ne'er play'd fo fine 

When trees did dance, as KArIE mine, 
Whom all the world admire.. 


Not: 


* 
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Not Hrrr'x, whoſe fame caus'd PRIAu's boy 
To work the ruin of old Troy, 
And ſuffer ten years war; 
Nor Venus, in her beſt array, 
For ſhape nor air, nor beauty, may 
With lovely KaTe compare. 


But *tis not ſhape, nor face, nor mien, 

That doth complete my beauteous queen, 
Surpaſſing great's her mind: 

The gods took a peculiar care, 

And when they form'd my KATIE fair, 
Moſt lovingly combin'd. 


How happy ſhall young Corin be, 
How great, how ſtrong his extacy, 
When folded in her arms! 

His place he would not then reſign 


Io be a deity divine, 


So pow'rful are her charms. 


SONG 241. The Parſley-Bed.. 


OUNG Jenny, in her fifteenth year, 
Of lovely ſize and frolic air, 

- Oft thought on w hat her mammy ſaid 

Concerning of the Parſley-bed. 


To dandle dollies on my knee, 
I now am grown too big, cry'd the ; 
I'll have a live one in their ſtead, 
Or elſe 1'11 ſpoil the Parſley-bed. 


Away the little trifler ran 
To find out Hop GE, her father's man: 


I prithee 
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I prithee lend me, lad, thy ſpade, 
And I'll turn up your Parſley. bed. 


She dug away like any Turk, 
But alF in vain the ſimple work 
At length fatigu'd the feeble maid, 
With tears bedew'd the. Parſley- bed. 


Nay, miſtreſs, nay, ſaid Hopce, don't cry, ? 
We have yet another patch to try ; 
And there, indeed, thy better ſped, 
But it was not the Parſley- bed. 


SONG 242. Cruel BELINDA. 


ELINDA, ſee from yonder flow'rs 
The bee flies loaded to its cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are thy impair'd in ſhow or ſmell ?- 


So, though I rob you of a kiſs FR 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew ; W-- 4 
Why are you angry at my bliſs ? 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 
"Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpight of your unkind reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd hope alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


SONG 243. VERTUMNUsS and PoMONa : 4 
Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


H E God Vexrvuuxus lov'd Pomona fair, 
A nymph that made the orchards's growth her 
care ; Nor 
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Nor thought of love, a'thouſand ſhapes he tries,. 
But all in vain, to pleaſe the virgin's eyes : 

At length a matron's ſober form he wears, 
Harrow'd with age, and crown'd with ſilver hairs; 
Enters with tott'ring ſteps, the ſilent grove, 

And thus attempts to warm the nymph with love. 


Ar R. 


What beauteous ſcenes eurbant ry fight, 
How cloſely yonder wine ! 

Around that elm”s ſupporting height, 
Its wanton ringlets twine 

That elm nd more's a barren ſhale, 
Is with its cluſters crown'd ; 

And that fair wine without its aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heurt, 
Connubial joys to prove ; 

Yet hark ! what age, and care impart, 
Nor theughtleſs ruſh on love; 

Know thy own bliſs,, and joy to hear, 
VEeRTUMNUS loves thy charms ; 

The youthful god that rules the year, 
And keeps thy grive frum harms. 


While ſome with ſpbort- lia d paſſions . 
His love remains the ſame ; 

On him alone: thy heart beftbag, 
And crown his conflant flams : 

So ſhall no froſt's untimely power, 

Deform thy blooming ſpring ; 

So Hall thy trees from blafls ſecures. 
Their wonted tributes bring. 


SONG 
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A moment ceaſe, while I rehearſe 
In artleſs ſtrains, but faintly write 

My hapleſs love, in plaintive verſe — 
I mean to ſing the Hypocrite, 


Could words expreſs each blooming charm, 
Or pencel from the favourite, vr: 
Each heart I would with love alarm, | 
For this bewitching Hypoctite. 


Were I to paint an angel fair, 
And could complete perfection hit, 
I'd give the world a picture rare, 
The copy of this Hypocrite. 


In tender ſighs I breath'd my flame, 
My vows to. heav'n I did ſubmit, 

That I no more might hear her name, 
If e'er I play'd the Hypocrite. 


But now no more her eyes I ſee x20 
With looks of love expreſſive writ, 
She vows ſhe wall be very free, 
Nor longer play the Hypocrite. 


— 


SONG 247. Nancy. 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 4 

And flocks, reviving, felt no more | f 

The ſultry heat of day; 
When from an hazel's artleſs bow'r, 

Soft warbled STREPRoON's tongue; 
He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


2 | Let 


3 
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Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 
Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove ; 
But endleſs bleflings crown the day 
I ſaw fair Es HAu's dale, 
And ev'ry bleſſing find its way 
To Nax cv of the vale. 


Her ſhape was like the reed ſo fleek, 
So taper, ſtrait and fair; 


Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 


How charming ſweet they were ; 

Far in the winding vale retir'd 
This peerleſs bud I found, 

And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To fence her beauties round, 


That nature, in ſo lone a dell, 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet; 

Or fortune to her ſecret cell 

Conduct my wand'ring feet: 

Gay lordling's ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline, 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


, is STREPHON, on the mountain's brow,. 


Has won my right good will; 
To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the all. — | 
Struck with ber charms and gentle truth,, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 
To her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care. 
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SONG 248. By Lord LyTTLETON. 


HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only wiſh to ſee. 

But how my DeL1a, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in every look declare 
Your heart 1s ſtill the ſame, 

And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame: 

Thus DeL1a, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove 
If I am doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to Ilvve ; 
All I of Vexus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join, 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs 
To ed think thee mine. 


SONG 249. The Vicar of Bray. 


N voo!l King CyaRLES's golden days, 
When loyalty had no harm in't, 
A zealous high chaic man I was, 
And fo I got preferment ; 


J 
. 
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To teach my flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the lord's anointed. 


And this is law, I will maintain 
Untill my dying day, fir, 

That whatfaever king ſhall reign, 
J will be Vicar of Bray, fir. 


When royal James obtain'd the throne, 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 

The penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the declaration : 

The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my conſtitution, 

And had become a Jeſuit, 
But for the revolution. 


When WILLIAM was our king declar'd,. 
To eaſe this nation's grievance 

With this new wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance: 

Old principles I did revoke, 
Set conſcience at a diſtance, 


. Paffive-obedience was a joke, 


And piſh, was non reſiſtance. 


When gracious Anne aſcends the throne, 


The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was ſeen, 
And I became a tory : 
Occaſional conformiſts baſe, 
I damn'd their moderation, 
And thought the church in danger was. 
By ſuch prevarication, 


When 


hen 
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When GeorcGet in pudding time came o'er, | | 
And moderate men look'd big, fir, 
I turned a cat in pan once more, 
And then became a whig, fir; 
And ſo preferment I procur'd 
By our new faith's defender; 
And always every day abjur'd 
The pope and the pretender. ' 


1 illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
And proteſtant ſucceſſion, | 
To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, | 
While they can keep poſſeſſion; ' | 
For by my faith and loyalty | 
; 


I never more will faulter, 
And GeorGe my lawful king ſhall be, 
Until the times ſhall alter. 


SONG 250. CLot's Lap-Dog. | 9 


40 VOW I'll ſcream, don't think I feign, 
„ Said CLoxp to her fav'rite ſwain, 
„As ſomewhat rude he grew, 


„ Nay, fie! dear me, why there, then there; 


Now you are pleas'd—your'e mad I ſwear ; 
« Sit down you devil, do. 


« Are theſe your tricks! that hand, Ne, pray, 


„I beg you'll take that hand away, 


« Or l'Il pinch you black and blue. 
«© Before mamma you look ſo grave, 
« But now I find how you'd behave : 
Sit down, you devil do.” 


Poor Veny ſaw th* unequal fight, | 
And bark'd for help with all his might 
T's 
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To his fair miſtreſs true; 
Till Cros, quite o'erpower'd and weak, 
Cry'd, with ſcarce ſtrength enough to ſpeak, 
« Lie down, you devil, do.” 


SONG 251. Wrote for a club in Dublin. See the 
muſic fronting the title. 


HO” ſages have wrangl'd with envy and ſtrife, 
Concerning the true /ummum banum of life; 
Their phlegmatick precepts we juſtly deſpiſe, 
For *tis wine makes us happy, rich, virtuous and wiſe. 


With morals ſevere, let the muſty divine 
Charge riots and rapes to exceſſes in wine: 
His arguments falſe, tho* with rhetorick grac'd, 
For after fix bottles, we're quiet and chaſte. 


From the roaring of cannon and burſting of bombs, 
And from beating the French, the bold mirmidon comes; 
With bumpers thus charg'd, this ſtout hector may ſee 
We could tumble the monſieurs much faſler than he. 


The grave, ſober cit, who but ſips at his glaſs, 
Can be deem'd nothing leſs than a cheat and an afs; 
When you ſee him leave heel-taps, take care of your 
pelf, 
For he'll ſurely cheat others, who cozens himſelf. 


Let the ſtar-gazing tribe of aſtronomers trace 
The motion of worlds, thro? the regions of ſpace : 
Send the wine briſk about, and twill quickly be found, 
That the bottle will ſhew how the planets move round. 


The youth who's: enamour'd of female falſe charms ; 
Who conquers, to die in his miſtreſs's arms; 
| | How 
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How fleeting his bliſs ! how uncertain his joy ! 
But the glaſs gives us kiſſes that never will cloy. 


Let the learned, grave, wiſe, accademical fools, 
Go puzzle their pates with the traſh of the ſchools; 
Has learning or ſtudy our pleaſures to boaſt ; 

A pox on all ſtudy except for a toaſt. 


Here our pleaſures begin, and inquietudes ceaſe ; 
We enjoy, amidſt war, the ſweet bleſſings of peace, 
And whate'er the wiſe ſons of Hizocrares think, 
We never can die whilſt we're able to drink. 


SONG 2g2. The Serenade, by Mr. Binn. 


AFT to her ears, kind gentle breeze, 
An haplefs lover's lay, 
Tell her that while ſhe lies at eaſe, 


I die, I die, I die away, 


This to her tender boſom bear, 
And tell her all my pain, 
And if a ſpark of pity's there, 

O fan it to a flame, 


SONG 253. The Wipow GAHAGAN: 4 
burleſque on Songs. | 


AVE you been at Monaghan, high, ſing, hoa fir? 
Have you been at Menagban, hoa ? 
Yes, I've been at Monaghan, and ſaw madam GaRAOGAN; 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow ; ſhe is a dainty wi- 
dow. 


She has three candleſticks, high, fing, hoa, fir; 
She has three candleſticks, hoa; 


And 


. —ͤ—ũ—ũ— —— ——— — 
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And with theſe candleſticks, ſhe play'd ſuch pretty tricks; ; 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, &c. 


But has ſhe fine daughters three, high, ſing, hoa, fir ? 
But has ſhe fine daughters three, hoa? 
Yes, ſhe has fine daughters three, PRC, Merc, and 
MarGEeRY; 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, &c. 


Did ſhe pull off your boots, high, ſing, hoa, fir ? 
Did ſhe pull off your boots, hoa ? 
Yes, ſhe pull'd off my boots, * gave me ſuch pretty 
looks, 
That ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, &c. 


Did ſhe put thee to bed, high, ſing, hoa, fir? 
Did ſhe put thee to bed, hoa ? 
Yes, ſhe put me to bed, and under cover-laid ; 
Oh ! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, &c. 


Did ſhe ſtep into bed, high, ſing, hoa, fir? 
Did ſhe ſtep into bed, hoa ? 
Whether ſhe did or no, *tis not for you to know; 
Bat ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, &c. 


I know ſhe ſtep'd into bed, high, ſing, hoa, fir! 
I know ſhe ſtep'd into bed, hoa! 
Well, ——ſhe came into bed, and ſeem'd much pleas'd 
and ſaid, | 
I was a pretty fellow, fellow ; I was a pretty fellow. 


* * - 
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W R E A T H. 


The SECOND Part of the FIRST 
VOLUME 


OF THE 


MAS OU E: 


O R, 


Honk v's Collection of Songs. 


FI. 


I've ſearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 
The ſweeteſt lowers I've choſe, 

And ſend them in a WREATRH to bind 
My Ros ALIxDA's brows. 
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New Art of Singing. 


H E Gamut is the ground of all muſic, whether 
vocal or inſtrumental; but muſt be learnt perfect- 
ly indeed by thoſe who would make themſelves profi- 
cients in the art of ſinging. There are three things to 
be obſerved in the gamut; firſt, the names of the notes, 
which muſt be learnt backwards and forwards, till they 
are perfectly got by heart. Secondly, the three cliffs, 
which are an inlet to the knowledge of the notes; for 
if a note be placed on any part of the five lines, which 
is alſo called a ſtave, you cannot call it any thing, till 
there 1s one of the three cliffs ſet at the beginning ; for 
which reaſon the lines of your gamut are divided in three 
fives, expreſſing the three parts of muſic, d. treble, 
tenor, and baſe. Every one of theſe hve lines, or {taves 
having a cliff; for example, the firit five lines have a 
mark which is called G-/o/-re-ut, or the treble cliff, fer 
at the beginning of it, on the fourth line from the top. 
The ſecond ſtave, or middle five lines, has a mai k 
C-/ol-fa-ut, or the tenor ſet at the beginning. This 
cliff may be placed on any of the four loweſt lines. The 
loweſt five lines have a mark, which is called F-/a-ar, 
or the baſe cliff, ſet at the beginning. This is generally 
placed on the fourth line from the bottom. 

The notes made uſe of in ſinging are of fix ſorts, vis. 
a ſemibreve, which is as long as two minims; two mi- 
nims are as long as four crotcheis; four crotchets are as 
long as eight quavers; eight quavers are as long as ſix- 

teen ſemiquavers; and ſixteen ſemiquavers are as lon 
as two and thirty demiquavers. There are alſo charac- 
ters for denoting filence, which are called reſts, ard 
take their names from one of the above notes, accord- 
Ing to their length ; but obſerve the ſemi-breve reſt is 
always a whole bar, in any ſort of time whatever. Ob- 
N ſerve 
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ſerve alſo, that there are other characters for denoting 
longer filence than a ſemibreve, which can only be ex- 
plained by a maſter. Of times there are two ſorts, wiz. 
common and treple. The ſloweſt ſort of common time 
contains a ſemibreve; or as many other notes as are 
equal to its length in a bar. The ſecond ſort of com- 
mon time 1s a movement ſomewhat faſter, and contains 
a ſemibreve in a bar. Triple time is always a quick 
movement, and alſo contains a ſemibreve in a bar. The 
double bar ſerves to divide every ſtrain of a ſong or leſſon. 
There 1s a character called a repeat, and is uſed to ſignify, 
that ſuch a part of a ſong muſt be ſung over again. From 
the note over which it is placed, a direct is put, at the end 


of a line or ſtave, and ſerves to direct to the place of the 


firſt note in the next line. There are two tyings of notes; 
the firſt is a curved line drawn over the heads of two or 
more notes, and ſerves to ſhew, that they are to be ſung 
to one ſyllable. This is called a flur. The ſecond ſort 
of tied notes are with Rrait ſtrokes drawn through the 
tails of quavers, ſemi-quavers, demi-quavers, binding 
two, three, or four together. This way of tying has 
been found very uſefal to the fight, it being eaſier to 
diſcover how many of each ſort there is in a bar, than 
when they are in ſingle notes. This way of tying is 
uſed when there are ſeveral notes to a ſyllable. There 
are two other characters alſo of great uſe, called a flat 
and a ſharp. 
If a flat be plated before any note, you muſt fing ſuch 
2 note half a note lower than its natural pitch. If a 
ſharp be ſet before any note, you muſt fing it half a note 
higher than its natural heighth. If a ſharp or flat be 
ſet at the beginning of a ſong or leſſon, it effects every 
note on that line or ſpace throughout the tune; for ex- 
ample, if a flat be placed in B all the notes in that line 
muſt be ſung flat, unleſs contradicted by an accidental 
ſharp ; the ſame holds good with reſpect to ſharps. 
There is a character called a natural, which is uſed 
to contradict ſuch flats and ſharps as are ſet at the be- 
inning, and to bring that note to its natural ſound : as 
be example, if a ſharp ſhould be ſet in F, at the be- 
ginning of a ſtave, makes all the notes F, to be ſharp; 


men ſuppoſing the compoſer had a mind to have ſome 
0 
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ef theſe notes flat, then the natural is put before ſuch 
notes inſtead of a flat. 


Of Reeping time. 


Having obſerved all the varieties of time, I ſhall pre- 
ſume to by that no muſic can ever be agreeable to the 
performer, unleſs he firſt makes himſelf maſter of it ; 
neither is it poſſible for ſeveral performers to agree ex- 
actly together without it; in order to which obſerye the 
following rules. | 

In a flow common time you muſt divide the bar in four 
equa! parts, telling one, two, three, four, diſtinctly, put- 
ting your hand or foot down when you tell one, which 
muſt be at the beginning of the bar, and lifting it up 
when you tell three, which muſt be in the bar. 

In a quick fort of common time you mutt divide the 
bar into two equal parts, only putting the hand or foot 
down at the firſt half of the bar, and lifting it up at the 
N half, but you muſt be exact in moving up or 

own. 


Of tuning the voice. 


Before you can tune your voice rightly, you muſt 
know which are whole tones and half tones: from G 
to A, is a whole tone; from A to B, is a whole tone; 
from B to C, a half tone; from C to D, a whole tone; 
from D to E, a whole tone; from E to F, a half tone; 
from F to Ga whole tone; and ſo on, with ever ſo many 
notes which muſt aſcend in the ſame proportion of ſound 


as the firſt eight notes do, all other ſounds being only a 
repetition of the ſame, 


Of the heys uſed in muſic. 


There are properly but two keys in muſic, one flat, 
and the other ſharp. A key is known to be flat or ſharp, 
not by what flats or ſharps are ſet at the beginning of a 
tune, but by the third above the final or laſt note of the 
tune; for if a third conſiſts of a whole tone, and a ſe- 
mi-tone, then it is a flat; but if the third conſiſts of 
two whole tones, then it is a ſharp key; orelſe if a 
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tune ends by 1 la, it is a flat; but if by a /a, then it 
is a ſharp; for all tunes muſt end either a note below 
the %, or the note above. Obſerve that you always 
name your key in reference to the baſs. Although there 
are but two keys, yet by the help of ſharps and flats, 
they have been increaſed to the number of ſixteen, of 
which eight are flat, and eight ſharp. 

The firſt note in all theſe keys is called a fa, the ſe- 
cond 4, Sc. Obſerve in all theſe keys you riſe or fall 
a whole note or half a note, as you do in the two na- 
tural keys, I might have added more keys than theſe 
ſixteen, but I think theſe ſufficient. 


Of Hncopation, or driving notes. 


Syncopation is when the hand or foot is taking up or 
putting down while a note is ſounding, which is pretty 
hard to a beginner, but this being once conquered he 
may think himſelf a pretty good timiſt. 

The chief grace in ſinging is the trillo or ſhake, and 
is much uſed of late: to learn this you muſt move your 
voice eaſily on one ſyllable the diſtance of one note. 

Firſt move your voice flow, then faſter and faſter by 
degrees, and you will find it come to you with very lit- 
tle trouble, but you muſt take care to let E and D, be 
heard diſtinctly, the trill or ſhake is to be uſed on all 
deſcending prick'd crotchets, alſo when the note before 
is in the ſame line or ſpace with it, and generally before 
a cloſe, either in the middle or at the end of a ſong. 

Theſe rules followed with a little application, and 
explained by example, are ſufficient to ground the learn- 
er in ſinging. 
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SONG 254. Ode t» FEBRUARY. 


XXX I TH wreath of yellow crocus bound, 
WI I" See fur-clad February creep! 


A 
A* v TX His beard with ſnow 1s filver'd o'er, 
2 8 Which ſtill inveſts the hoary ground: 
No I 


XK Two dolphins wait him on the deep, 


Where the delighted ſpring bird flies. 


But he intent to prune and plant, 
And throw his ſeeds around the ſoil, 
With decent grace the boon reſigns, 
Leſt autumn's treaſures ſhould be ſcant ; 
Thence he renews his daily toil, 
And trims with care the tender vines ;: 


14 From 


th 


Of lighted vows, and Susan, thus complain'd : 
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From ruſt he wipes his crooked knife, 
And gives the infant ſap new life. 


Now earlier with her golden key 
AvuRoORA haſtens to the eaſt : 
And later now advances night 
To draw her mantle o'er the day, 
Suſpending the nocturnal feaſt : 
D1ana ſooner hails the light ; 
And hark the jolly huntſman's horn 
With ſprightly note ſalutes the morn ! 


What are the chequer'd months to me ? 
Or if they low'r, or if they ſhine, 
So Myra but approves my flame: 
Throb not my heart, be calm and free, 
For yonder comes old VaLEenTINE ! 
The feather'd ſongſters ſhall proclaim 
His feſtival with blither note, 
And dreſs anew their bridal coat, 


— 7 D * 
Lek” 


To Mx I encloſed my heart, 
Each letter bore an ardent vow ; 
St. VALENTINE the thought inſpir'd, 
And wrote the verſe with Cupip's dart, 
Next morning with ſerener brow 
She own'd her melting boſom fir'd ; 
And.pave her every charm to join 
The aviſon of VALENTINE. 


SONG 255. Ropin; a paſtoral elegy : By Captain 
JohN Dosnsox. 


OWN by the brook which glides thro? yonder vale, 
His hair all matted, and his cheeks all pale, 
RoBin, fad ſwain, by love and ſorrow pain'd, 


Hear 


101 


Hear me, ye groves, who ſaw me bleſt ſo late; 
Echo, ye hills, my ſad reverſe of fate: 

ve winds, that bear my ſighs, ſoft murmurs ſend; 
Come pay me back, ye ſtreams, the drops 1 lend. 


And you, ſweet Sus ax, ſource of all my ſmart, 
Beſtow ſome pity on a broken heart. 

Happy the times, by painful memory bleſt, 

When you poſſeſſing, Rogix all poſleſs'd ! 

Paſs'd by your fide, each day brought new delight, 
And one ſweet ſlumber ſhorten'd every night. 

My play your ſervice, for no toil ſeem'd hard, 
When your kind favour was the hop'd reward. 


. I roſe to milking, tho? *twas ne'er ſo cool ; 

N I call'd the cows up; I kept off the bull: 
Home on my head I bore the pail upright; 
'The pail was heavy, but love made it light : 
And when you ſpilt the milk, and *gan to cry, 
I took the blame, and ſimply ſaid— twas J. 
When by the hay-cock's fide you ſleeping lay, 
Sent by good angels, there I chanc'd to ſtray. 


th 


Juſt as a loathſome adder rear'd his creſt, 
To dart his poiſon in your lilly breaſt, 
Strait with a ſtone I cruſh'd the monſter's head; 
You wak'd, and fainted, tho' you found him dead ;- 
Then, from the pond, I water brought apace, 
My hat brimful, and daſh'd it in your face: 
Still, blue as bilberry, your cold lips did quake 
Till my warm kiſſes brought the cherry back. 
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When, looking thro' his worſhip's garden gate, 
Ripe peaches tempted, and you long'd to eat; 
Tho' the grim maſtiff growl'd, and ſternly ſtalk'd, 
Tho' guns were loaded, and old madam walk'd; 


Is Nor 
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Nor dogs, nor darkneſs, guns, or hoſts, could fright, 
When Rosin ventur'd for his Sue's delight 


Joyful of midnight quick I poſt away, 


Leap the high wall, and fearleſs pluck the prey: 


Down in your lap a plenteous ſhow'r they fall ; 
Glad you received them, and you eat them all. 
When fair day came, I don'd my Sunday ſuit, 
Bruſh'd the beſt pillion clean, and ſaddled Cutt. 
Then up we got; you clung about my waiſt ; 
Pleas'd to be hugg'd, I charg'd you clip me faſt : 
And when you loos'd your hold, and backward ſlip'd, 
I held your petticoats, and never peep'd. 


The poſied garters, and the top-knot fine, 
The golden ginger-bread, and all was mine : 
I paid the puppet-ſhow, the cakes, the ſack : 
And, fraught with fairings, brought you laughing back. 
SUSAN but ſpoke, and each gay flower was there ; 
To dreſs her bough pot, or adorn her hair: 
For her the choiceſt of the woods I cull, 
Sloes, hips, and ſtrawberries, her belly full: 


My hoard of apples I to her confeſt; 


My heart was hers, well might ſhe have the reſt, 


And Suzan well approv'd her Ropin's care, 

Yes, you was pleas'd ; at leaſt you ſaid you were. 

In love's ſoft fire you ſeem'd like me to burn, 

And ſooth'd my fondneſs with a kind return. 

At our long table when we fat to dine, 

You ſtretch'd your knees, and mingl'd feet with mine; 


With fatteſt bacon you my trencher plied, 
And ſliced, my pudding from the plumby fide : 
And well Kwot, when our ſmall- beer was ſtale, 
You flole into che barn, and brought me ale, 
8 : "3 . But 
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But oh, the ſoldier, blaſter of my hopes! 
(Curſe on pretending kings, and papiſh popes) 
He came from Flanders with the red-coat crew, 
To fight with rebels, and he conquer'd you. 


His doulas ruffles, and his copper lace, 
His brick-duft ſtockings, and his brazen face, 
Theſe are the charms for which you ſlight my youth; 
Charms much too potent for a maiden's truth ! 
Soon on the feather'd fool yon turn'd your eyes; 
Eager you liſten'd to the braggard's lyes ; | 


. And, ſcorning me, your heart to him reſign, 


Your faithleſs heart, by vows and ſervice, mine, 


True, he is gone, by our brave duke's command, 
To humble Britain's foes in foreign land. 
Ah, what is that? the ſpoiler bears away 
The only thing, for which *twas worth to- ſtay. 
But ſorrow's dry ;—P ll flake it in the brook; 
O well-a-day ! how frightful pale I look ! 7, 
Care's a conſumer (ſo the ſaying ſpeaks) 
The ſaying's true, I read it in my cheeks. 


SONG 256. The Amorous Beggar.. 


AY, cruel AmoreT, how long, 
In billet-doux and humble ſong. 
Shall poor ALEx1s woo 
If neither writing, ſighing, dying, 
Reduce you to a ſoft complying, 
O! when will you come to. 


Full thirteen moons are now paſt o'er,. 
Since firſt thoſe ſtars I did adore, 


That: 
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That ſet my heart on fire: 
The conſcious play-houſe, park and court, 


Have ſeen my ſufferings made your ſport, 


Yet am I ne'er the nigher. 


A faithful lover ſhould deſerve, 
A better fate than thus to ſtarve, 
In ſight of ſuch a feaſt : 
But oh! if you'll not think it fit, 
Your hungry ſlave ſhould taſte one bit, 
Give ſome kind looks at leaſt. 


SONG 257. Female Advice. 


URSUING beauty, men deſcry 
The diftant ſhore, and long to prove, 
Still richer in variety, 
'The treaſures of the land of love. 


We women, like weak Indians, ſtand 
Inviting, from our golden coaſt, 
The wand'ring rovers to our land, 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt. 


With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing, unſeen, into the heart ; 
But by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quickly act another part. 


For beads and baubles we reſign, 

In ignorance, our ſhining ſtore ; 
Diſcover nature's richeſt mine, 

And yet the tyrants will have more, 


Siſters be wiſe, forbear to try, 
How men can court, or you be won; 


For love is but diſcovery, 
When that is made, the pleaſure's done. 


SONG 


7 * Ye ſwains, O beware! and far from her fly, 
For if you but ſee her, like me, you muſt die. 
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SONG 258. 7 be Lo Shepherd. 


OR a lovely bright nymph, that's as cruel as fair, 
I ſigh and I pine, and I die with deſpair ; 

She rejects my fond love, flies and leaves me behind; 
She's bright as the day, but falſe as the wind. 


Ye ſhepherds take heed, and ſhun the falſe maid, 
Take warning by me, or like me be betray'd ; 


SONG 259. The Remonſtrance. 


Ngrateful love! thus ev'ry hour 
To puniſh me, by her diſdain; 
You tyrannize to ſhew your pow'r, 
And ſhe to triumph in my pain, 


You who can laugh at human woes, 
And victims to her pride decree ; 

On me, your yielding ſlave impoſe 
Your chains, and leave the rebel free. 


How fatal are your poiſon'd darts, 
Her conquering eyes the trophies boaſt ; 
While you enſnare poor wand'ring hearts, 
That in her charms and ſcorn are loſt, 


Impious and cruel ; you deny, 
A death to eaſe me of my care; 
Which ſhe delays, to make me try 
The force of beauty and deſpair. 
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All the Songs in the BEG- 
__GAR's OPERA. 


SONG 260. Tune: An old woman cloathed 
in grey. 
HROUGH all the employments of life, 
Each neighbour abuſes: his brother : 

Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife, 

All profeſſions be-rogue one another : 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 

The lawyer be-knaves the divine : 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 

Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


# 
S O N G 261. Tune: The bonny grey-ey'd } 


morn, &c. 


b, I'S woman that ſeduces all mankind, | by 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts? 
Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts : 7 
For her, like wolves be night we roam for prey, 


And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms; | 5 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 18 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. | | 4 
SONG 262. Tine: Cold and raw, Sc. 


F any wench Venus? girdle wear, 
Though the be never ſo ugly; 
Lillies and roſes will quickly appear, 
And her face look wond'rous ſmuggly. 


Beneath | f 
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Beneath the left ear ſo fit but a cord, 
(A rope ſo charming a zone 1s!) 

The youth in his cart hath the air of a lord, 
And we cry, there dies an Aponis, 


SONG 263. Tune: Why is your faithful ſlave 
diſdain'd ? c. 


F love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame ! 
x If ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
»Y Her honour's ſing'd, and then for life, 
5 She's what I dare not name. 


'> SONG 264. Tune: Of all the ſimple things 
i, we do, c. 
Maid is like the golden oar, 


Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
1 | Whoſe worth is never known before 


F "0 It is try'd and impreſt in the mint. 
| A wife's like a guinea in gold, 

3 Þ2 . 

3 8 Stampt with the name of her ſpouſe; 
I Þ? 


Now here, now there ; is bought, or is ſold ; 3 
2 is current in every houſe. 


SON G 265. Tune: What ſhall I do to ſhew _ 


how much I love her, &c. 


* 


IRGINS are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolick around, 


But 
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But when once pluck'd 'tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent- garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet,) 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 

Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


SONG 266. Tune: Oh London is a fine town. 


UR PoLLy is a fad ſlut! nor heeds what we 
have taught her, 
I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter ! 
For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and hoops to 
ſwell her pride, | 
With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace; and ſhe 
will have man beſide ; 
And when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, all-tempting 
fine and gay, 
As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf away 


SONG 267. Tune: Grim king of the ghoſts, &c. 


AN love be controul'd by advice? 
Will Curip our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame, *twould have melted away. 


When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 

Twas ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply'd : 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 

To marry for fear you ſhould chide. 


SONG 268. Tune: O Jenny, O JENNY where 1 


haſt thou been. 


Pol Lx, you might have toy'd and kiſt, 


By keeping men off, you keep them on. 
PoLLY. But he ſo teaz'd me, 


And he ſo pleas'd me, 


What I did, you muſt have done. SONG 


. 
-- 
* 
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SON G 269. Tune: THOMAS, I cannot, &. 


Like a ſhip in ſtorms was toſt ; 
Yet afraid to put into land; _ 
For ſeiz'd in the port the veſſel's loſt, 
Whoſe treaſure 1s counterband. 
The waves are laid, 
My duty's paid, 
O joy beyond expreſſion ! 
Thus, ſafe a-ſhore, 
I aſk no more, 
My all is in my poſſeſſion, 


SONG 270. Tune: A ſoldier and a ſailor, | 


Fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 

A whore your health and pence, fir, 
| Your daughter rob your cheſt, fir, 
| Your wife may ſteal your reſt, ſir, 
| A thief your goods and plate. 

But this 1s all but picking, 
With reſt, pence, cheſt, and chicken; 

It ever was decreed, fir, 
If lawyer's hand is feed, fir, 
q He ſteals your whole eſtate, 
SONG 271. Tune: Now ponder well, ye pa- 


rents dear. 


H ponder well be not ſevere ; 
So ſave a wretched wife! 
For on the rope that hangs my dear, 
Depends poor Por1.y's life. 


SONG 
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SONG 272. Tune: Le printemps rapelle aux 


armes, 


T HE turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her lover dying, 


The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Laments her dove. 

Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with ſighing, 

Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love. 


SONG 273. Tune: Pretty Parrot, ſav, &c. 


Mack. RETTY Por lx, ſay, 
When I was away, 
Did your fancy never ſtray 
To ſome newer lover ? 
PoLLy. Without diſguiſe, 
HFeaving ſighs, 
Doating eyes, 
My conſtant heart diſcover, 
Fondly let me loll ! 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Porr. 


SONG 274. Tune: Pray, fair one be kind, &c. 


Y heart was ſo free, 
It rov'd like the bee, 


Till PoLLy my paſſion requited ; 
I fipt each flower, 


I chang'd ev'ry hour, 
But here ev'ry flower's united. 


ſ 211 1 


SONG 275. Tune: Over the hills and far away. 


Mach. ERE I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs ; 
Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 
Too ſoon the half year's night's would paſs. 
PoilLy, Were I fold on Indian ſoil, 
Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
I could mock the ſultry toil, 
When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd, 
Mach. And I will love you all the day. 
Pol LY. Every night would kiſs and play. 
Mach. If with me you'd foudly ſtray. 
Polly. Over the hills and far away. 


SONG 276. Tune: Gin thou wert mine ane 
thing. 


What pain it is to part! 
Can J leave thee, can I leave thee ? 0 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy PoLLy ever leave thee ? 
But leſt death my love ſhould thwart 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart ! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 


SONG 277. Tune: O the broom, &c. 


Mach. 5 HE miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
And fears 'tis gone for aye, 


Poll r. 
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Por LY. The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of ſight ' tis gone, 
Whanes, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


SONG 278. Tune: Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 


ILL ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 
And fires us, | 
With courage, love and joy; 
Women and wine ſhould life employ. 
Is there ought elſe on earth defirous ? 


SONG 279. Tune: March in RixaLDo, with 


drums and trumpets. 


E T us take the road. 
Hark ! I hear the ſound of coaches ! 

The hour of attack approaches, 
To your arms, brave boys, .and load, 

See the ball I hold! 
Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, 
Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 

And turns all our lead to gold. 


SONG 280. Tune ould you have a young 


VII. ills CE 


— 


F the heart of a man is de 


{ 
1 


reit with Cares, 


A The mift i; diſpelld when a woman appears; 
Like tho notes OI XA dle, ſhe we. »eetly, 
Rai! chte ſpirite and charm 


Roſes and lillies her c 
- * „ ; 
But her riDe lips arc more 1) 
1 4 
D 7 
Treis her. 
4 1 
Careis act 
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Wich bliſſes, 


Her kiſſes 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe, 


8 O N G 281. Tune : Cotillon. 


0 U T H's the fenton ane for j Joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flower, deſpis'd in decay. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow, 
Dance and fing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 


SONG 282. Tune: All in a miſty morning, &c. 


* ORE the barn-door crowing, 
'F The cock by hens attended, 
1 His eyes around him throwing, 
* Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And chears the happy hen; 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
And how do you do again. 
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SONG 283. Tune: When once lay with 


another man's wife, &c, 


HE gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all is in danger ; 
Like gypſies if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 


SONG 284. Tune: When firſt J laid ſiege to 1 
my CHLoR1s, Oc. þ 


T the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure. 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
I ſhall find no ſuch furies as theſe are. 


SONG 285. Tune: Courtiers, Courtiers, think 


AN may eſcape from rope and gun, | 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the doctor's pill; 
Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 

That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 

The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, 

He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. $ 

| | 1 | SONG 286, Tune A lovely laſs to a fri: 3 

| [i came, c. : 

| HUS when a houſewife ſees a rat | 
In her trap in the morning taken, 

With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat 

In revenge for her loſs of bacon : 


| Ther 


1 3 J 
Then ſhe throws him 


To the dog or cat 
To be worried cruſhed and ſhaken. 


SONG 287. Tune Twas when the ſeas was 


roaring, &c, 


O W cruel are the traytors, 
Who lye and ſwear in jeſt, 
4 To cheat unguarded creatures 
1 Of virtue, fame, and reſt! 
4 Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, 
Through ſhame the guilt conceals ; 
In love the perjur'd villain, 
With boaſts the theft reveals. 


SONG 288. Tune The ſun had loos'd his 
weary teams, Oc. 


HE firſt time at the looking- glaſs 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With ſelf- love ever after. 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe fonder grows, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſtronger : 
1 But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
= Can ſee you are not younger. 


4 | SONG 289. Tune: How happy are we, Ge. 


"= 
7 


HEN you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
eſt the courtiers offended ſhould be; 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
"Tis ſo pat to all the tribe, 
ach Cryg=nnn——' That was levell'd at me. 


rien BY 


5 
>. 


SONG 


-, - we ww wort, 
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SONG 290. Tune: Of a noble race was 
SHINKIN, e. 


S then his fate decreed, fir ? 
Such a man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O ſee how my heart is ſplitting ! 


8 O N G 291. 


OU'LL think e'er many days enſue, 
This ſentence not ſevere ; 
I hang your huſband, child, *tis true, 
But with him hang your care. 
Twang, dang, dillo dee. 


8 ON G 292. Tune: Ladies of London. 


F you at an office ſollicit your due, 
And would not have matters neglected; 
You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
To do what his duty directed. 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 
The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


8 ON G 293. Tune: All in the Downs, S.. 10 of 


HUS when the 88 ſeeking prey, 
Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
His conſort, with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' event. 
Her chatt'ring lovers all around her ſkim, 1 
She heeds them * (poor bird !) her ſoul's with hin.“ 1 


cox 
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SONG 294. Tune: Have you heard of a frolick- 
ſome ditty, &c. 
Hex O W happy could I be with 2 
Were t'other dear charmer away! | 
But while you thus teaze me together, q 


To neither a word will I ſay, 
But, tol, de rol, &c. 


SONG 295. Tune: Iriſh trot. | 

PorLy. I'M bubbled, - 
Lucys I im bubbied. 9 

Pol. O how I am troubled ! 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit ! = 
Porr x. My diſtreſſes are doubled. 1 
oer. When you come to the tree, ſhould the hang- 4 
man refuſe, 9 


| Theſe fingers with pleaſure could faſten the 1 
BY nooſe. " 
15 t Pollux. I'm bubbled, Oc. 

7 | SONG 296. 


J EASE your funning ; 
4 Force or cunning 
Never ſhall my heart trepan ; 
A All theſe ſallies 
4 


Are but malice 
To ſeduce my conſtant man, 
*Tis moſt certain 
By their flirting, 
Women oft have envy ſhewn ; 
Pleas'd to ruin 
Others wooing ? 
Never happy in their own ! 
K 


2 1 


5 
qe „ 
2 AS 
2 2 


SONG 
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Luer. H Y how now, madam Flix T? 
If you thus muſt chatter ; 
And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who beſt can ſpatter ; 
Madam FLIRT! 


PorLy. Why how now, ſaucy jade; 
Sure the wench is tipſy ! 

How can you ſee me made 
The ſcoff of ſuch a gypſy ! 


Saucy jade ! 
SONG 298. Tune: Iriſh howl. 


O power dn earth can e'er divide 

The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 

Bs 'The true-love's knot they faſter bind. 

S Oh, oh ray, oh amborah oh, oh, Cc. 


T Like the fox ſhall grieve, 
W hoſe mate hath leſt her fide, 
Whom hounds from morn to eve, 
Chaſe o'er the country wide. 
26 Where can my lover hide? 
. Where cheat the weary pack? 
* If love be not his guide, 
; He never will come back! 


= — TT . 
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SONG 297. Tune : Good morrow goſſip Joay, 


| SONG 299. Tune: The laſs of PAaTIE's mil. 


( 219 J 
SONG 300. Tune If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c. 


HEN young at the bar you firſt taught me to 
4 ſcore, 

And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs'd by the parſon, the ſquire and the ſot, 
When the gueſt was departed, the kiſs was forgot. 
But his kiſs was ſo ſweet, and fo cloſely he preſſ, 
That I languiſh'd and pin'd till J granted the reſt. 


SONG 301. Tune: South: ſea ballad. 


— * r 
. 
de 
os 
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| Y love is all madneſs and folly, 
Þ 1% Alone I lye, 
| Toſs, tumble and cry, 
What a happy creature is PoLLy ! 

: Was e'er ſuch a wietch as I! 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 

Stark blind to my charms, 

Is loſt in the arms | 
ul. Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot! 
. this my reſentment alarms. 


* ONG 302. Tune: PACKINGTON' s pound. 


* H Us gameſters naked | in friendſhip are found, 
**KR Though they know that their induſtry ail is a 
cheat; 
x They flock to hate prey 2 at the dice box's "ELLY 
kd join to promote one another's deceit ; 
But if by miſhap 
They fail of a chap, 
© keep in their hands, they each other intrap: 


K 2 


* 


4% 6 
1 
* ; a Pl 


Like 


| 420 


Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, Þ 
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends, | © 


SONG 303. Tune: Lillibullero. 


E 3 HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met : 
Friendſhip for interef is but a loan, 
Which they lay out for what they can get. J 
"Tis true you find 'f 
Some friends ſo kind, 9 g 
Who give you good counſel themſelves to defend : : 
In ſorrowful ditty 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for money, from friend to friend. 


SONG 304- Tune : Down in the North country, ; 


HAT rigen: are we men! 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey, 
Though we have felt the hook, again 
We bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 1 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 94 
Within the wiry grate. 9 


SONG 205. Tune: A ſhepherd kept ſheep, &. 


N the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, | 3 
1 fa, la, la, c. * 
Like a ſparrow at tall times was ready for love, fa, &. 
The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, | 
Lip to lip while we're young—when we're old to the 

glaſs, fa, c. | 4 


so Ne 


N. 
— 
| 
i 
* 0 
» 
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8 ON G 306. Tune: One evening having loſt 
my way, Oc. 


| f 1 like a ſkiff on the ocean toſt, 

: Now high, now low, with each billow born, 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor loſt, 

1 Deſerted and all forlorn, 

1 While thus I lye rolling and toſſing all night, 

That Poll x lyes ſporting on ſeas of delight! 

Revenge, revenge, revenge, 

q Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſprite. 


| ONO 307. Tune: Now RockR, III tell thee 


becauſe thour't my ſon. 


HEN a wife's in her pout, 

(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt, ) 

The good huſband as meek as a lamb, 

Her vapours to ſtill, 

= Firſt grants her her will, 

And the quieting draught is a dram ; 

Poor man! and the quieting draught is a dram. 


SONG 308. Tune: O Bessy BELL. 


Curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleaſing. 
The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling i 15 but teazing, 
What then in love can woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
And when we fly them, they purſue. 
But leave us when they've won us. 


K 3 SONG 


SONG 2309. Tune Would fate to me BELIN DA 


And we grant all their hearts defir'd, . 
W 


5ONG 310. Tune: Come, ſweet laſs, oe. 


[- 222 - } 


give, Sc. 


MONG the men, coquets we find, 
Who court by turns all woman- kind; 


hen they are flatter'd, and admir'd. 


OME, ſweet laſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorrow, 
Till to- morrow ; 
Come, ſweet laſs, 
Let's take a chirping glaſs, 
Wine can clear 
The vapours of deſpair : 


And make us light as air; 
Then drink, and baniſh care. 


SONG 311. Tune The laſt time I went oc: 
the moor. 

PeLLY, ITHER, dear huſband, turn your eyes, 

Lucy, Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 


Porr. 


Luce. 


Porrr. 


Lucy. 


PoLLY. 


LUCY. 


PoLLy. 


Lucy. 


Porr. 


Think with that look, thy PoLLy dies. 
O ſhun me not—but hear me. 
"Tis Pol Lx ſues. 
"Tis Lucy ſpeaks, 
Is thus true love requited ? 
My heart 1s burſting, 
—— Mine too breaks, 
Muſt I. 
———-Muft I be lighted. 


SONG 
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1 SONG 312. Tune: Tom TIxkER's my true 


love. 


HICH way ſhall I turn me? How can I decide? 
V Wives the day of our death, are as ſond as a 
bride. 
| One wife is too much for moſt huſbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear; 
This way, and that way, and which way I will 
What would comfort the one, t'other wife would take ill. 


SONG 313. Tune: I am a poor ſhepherd undone. 


HEN my hero in court appears, 
And ſtands arraign'd for his life; 

Then think of poor PoLLy's tears; 

For ah! poor PoLLy's his wife. 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 

Diſtreſt on the daſhing wave, 
To die a dry death at land, 

Is as bad as a watry grave. 

And alas, poor Pol! 

Alack, and well-a-aday ! 

Before I was in love, 

Oh ! every month was May. 


SONG 314. Tune: TANTHE the lovely, Ge. 


WT he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life. 

O think of your daughter, and think I'm his 
wife ! 

What are cannons, or bombs, or claſhing of ſwords ? 

For death is more certain by witneſſes words, 

'Then nail up their lips; that dread thunder allay ; 

And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


1 K 4 8 ON 


* 
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|” Contented I die Tis the better for you, 


[ 224 J 
SONG 315. Tune: A cobler there was, Oc. 


UR ſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require, muſt give up our gang : | 1 

And good reaſon why, 

Or, inſtead of the fry, be 

Ev'n PrAachun and I '"R 

Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, hang = 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang. 


SONG 316. Tune: Bonny Dundee. 


HE charge is prepar'd ; the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow !) 

I go, undiſmay*d—for death is a debt, 

A debt on demand—So take what I owe. 

Then farewel, my love,-—Dear charmers adieu, 


Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 


SONG 317. Tune Happy grove. 


Cruel, cruel, caſe! 
Muſt I ſuffer this diſgrace. 


SONG 318. Tune Of all the girls that are fo 
ſmart. 


F all the friends in time of grief, 
When threat'ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one ſo ſure can bring relief, 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer. 


SONG 


. es es r 
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SONG 319. Tune: Britons ſtrike home. 


INCE I muſt ſwing, —l ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince 
or whine. | 


| 4 SONG 320. Tune: Chevy-Chaſe. 


- UT now again my ſpirits fink ; 
P11 raiſe them high with wine, 


SONG 321. Tune: To old Sir S1MoN the king. 


UT valour the ſtronger grows, 

The ſtronger liquor we're drinking ; 
And how can we feel our woes, 
When we've loſt the trouble of thinking ? 


PS yo of * 
r 
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SONG 322. Tune: Joy to great Cxsar, 


F thus A man die 
Much bolder with brandy. 


SONG 323. Tune: There was an old woman. 


8 I drink off this bumper And now I can ſtand 
the teſt, 


And my comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as the beſt. 


SONG 324. Tune Did you ever hear of a 


B 


gallant ſailor. 


U T can TI leave my pretty huſſies, 
Without one tear, or tender figh ? 
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Luc. 


Lvcy. 


Lucy. 
Lucy. 


(Corn. 


| F | 
$SONG 325. Tune Why are mine eyes ſtil] 


HE IR eyes, their — their buſſes, 
Recal my love. 


But gold from law can take out the ſting ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
*T'would thin the land, ſuch numbers to ftring 


SONG 327. 


PoLLy. 


PoLLY. 


Macn. 0 leave me to thought! I fear! I doubt! 


Por Lx. 
Mach. 


PoLLY. 


Macn. 
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flowing. 4 TY: 


Ah muſt I die! 


/ SONG 326. Tune: Green ſleeves. 


< NCE laws were made for ev'ry degree 
To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han't better company, 


Upon Tyburn tree! 


a 
+ 
* 


Upon Tyburr tree! 


Tune : All you that muſt take 2 
leap, &c. 
* O ULD I might be hang'd ! 
And I would ſo too! 
To be hang'd with you. 


My dear, with you. 


I tremble ! I droop !—See my courage is out. 

No token of love! 

See my courage is out. 

No token of love! 

Adieu. 

Fare wel. 

But bark! | hear the toll of che bell. 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 


SONG 
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bo. SONG 328. Tune: Lumps of puddings, &c. 
s HUS I ſtand like the Turk, with his doxies 
around ; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ! 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns; 
Fach calls forth her charms, to provoke his deſires, 
boy Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 
8 Cho. But think of this maxim, &c. 


* 2 4 
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End of the Songs in the BEGGARS OPERA, 


ht 


SONG 329. The inqueſt after love 
E L L me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
| Lately wand'ring o'er the green,. 
Beauty's ſon a little boy, 
Full of frolick full of joy ! 
If you know his ſhelter, ſay, 
He's from Venvs gone aſtray. 


Tell me laſſes have you ſeen, 1 
Such a one trip o'er the green. b 


By his marks the God you'll know 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 

And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts : 

Tho? he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the mind, 


Subtle 
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Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
\ No external mark remains, 
Reaſon's ſhaft itſelf is broke, 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 


Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, 
Baſking in the ſunny eye; 
Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks : 
Snowy breaſts or curling hair, 
Oft conceal the pleaſing ſnare, 


She that the receſs reveals, 
Where the god himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kiſs receive this night 
From her heart's ſupreme delight. 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 
She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 


SONG 330. The yellow-hair d laday. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would often go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the haw-thorn trees 
grow, 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho' young Mar a be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air; 


But 
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A zut Sus1s was handſome, and ee could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring. 
| | That Mapv1t, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Susik was faithful, good humour'd, and free, 


And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


4 
=: 
* 
1 + ans * 
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That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour: 

Then ſighing, he wiſt'd, would parents agree, 

r he witty, ſweet Sus ig his miſtreſs might be. 


SONG 331. The conquer'd fair. 


Met young Damon t'other day, 
And near me as he drew, 
No ſwain, methought, e'er leok'd ſo gay— 
Upon my word *tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt, 
Pray, what could Paitr1s do? 

I frown'd—but faith I frown'd in jeſt— 
Upon my word *tis true. 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd and talk'd of love 
(A theme to me quite new) 


Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above, 
And vow'd that all was true. 


l * 5 * ”. 9 * , r 
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My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew; 

1 T liſten'd to his tale with joy=— 

| Upon my word *tis true. 


»® 

75 
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Let 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 3 
And fondly to me flew ; 


His freedom, vain I ſtrove to chide— 
Upon my word *tis true, 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; 

For now I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


SONG 332. The Siren. 


EAR madam, old Homes, an honeſt blind bard, 
Has told us, and who need diſpute the man's 
word ? 
To withſtand the ſweet Sirens deluding ſoft ſtrain, 3 
How weak ev'ry art was, all efforts how vain ? F 


To the charms of the voice thoſe of beauty were BY 
join'd, . 
How pow'rful, when ſingle! reſiſtleſs combin'd ! = . 
And, living in ocean, ſome dreadful ſharp rocks on, 
Whole heaps of poor tars were allur'd to deſtruction, 


For, ſoon as their ſweet-flowing accents were heard, 4 
Plump againſt the rough rocks the mad mariners ſteer'd; Nc 
Thus, like a poor bird by the charmer decoy'd, 'H 
The veſſel was ſplit, and the ſailors deſtroy'd. 5 

Now, madam, believe, for tis certainly true, 4 G 
Juſt, juſt ſuch a terrible creature are you; Nie 
You act to perfection the Sirens fell pat. e. 
We are drawn by your charms, and the rock is y0U BY 

heart. þ 


But 
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But ſince, cruel fair, tis in vain to deplore, 
Or repine at what thouſands have ſuffer'd before, 
I ſubmit; but, oh! grant this laſt boon to your ſlave, 
As I die by your heart, be your boſom my grave. 


SONG 33% 
is a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are 
twain, 


Since Tx1851s neglected the nymphs of the plain, 
And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows along, 
To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. 


What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a flame; 
In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame ; 


From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide, 
But who ſhould love moſt was our conteſt and pride. 


» 

i 
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But prudence foon whiſper'd us, Love not too well, 
„ For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 
« And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on it's fide, 
« The grave-one's will ſcorn, and a mother muſt chide.” 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore, 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more ; 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind ; 
So I put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind. 


But love kreaks the fences I yainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid ; 


If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your care; 
your i Condemn the god Curip, bat bleſs the fond pair. 


SONG 
But | : | | 
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SONG 334. A dialogue. 


ES, Damon, yes, I can approve, 

See all thy merit, all thy love; 
But, ſhipwreck'd once, I leave the ſhore, 
And truſt the faithleſs ſeas no more. 
Thy vows are loſt, thy tears are vain, 
For I can never love again. 


CELIA. 


Damon. And couldſt thou then, bewitching maid, 
Couldſt thou be lighted or betray'd ? 
Or is it but an artful tale 
O'er Damon's paſſion to prevail ? 
For ſurely thou wert born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again. 


CeLl1A. If Cer1a could once more believe, 
Damon, like Tkxyzs1s, would deceive; 
And yet, methinks, it cannot be ; 
There muſt be faith and truth in thee, 
Truſt me, thy CeL1a feels thy pain, 
Arid wiſhes ſhe could love again. 


Damon. Why, then, thoſe fears that rack thy breaſt! 
Say that thou wilt, and I am bleſt: 
But, if my vows ſucceſsleſs prove, 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to love, 
Like thee, reſolve to quit the plain, 
And never, never love again. 


SONG 335. Conflang. 


OO long, a giddy, wand'ring youth, 
From fair to fair I roy'd ; 
To ev'ry nymph I vow'd my truth— 
Tho' all alike I lov'd : bet 
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vet when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt ; i | 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is beſt, 


Like other fools, at female wiles 
Twas my delight to rail; 
Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, | 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail ; | 
© But, by reflection's bright'ning pow'r, | 
l ſe their worth confeſt; 
h That man cannot enough adore z 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


The roving heart at beauty's ſight 
May glow with fond deſire ; 
Yet, tho? poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire 
But love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still catch from breaſt to breaſt, 
While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults, 
No real raptures flow, 

But, fixt to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of Heav'n below. 

th love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
ls truth*s fair form impreſt ! 

nd reaſon dictates to mankind 
That conſtancy is beſt. 
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SONG 336. The unexperienced maid, 


OUNG I am, and yet unſkill' d 
How to make a lover yield ; 

How to keep and how to gain, 

When to love and when to feign. 


&.. a > 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and trae ; 
E'er I can my ſoul diſguiſe, 

Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 


Stay not till I learn the way 
How to lie and to betray 
He that has me firſt is bleſt— 


For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 


I ſhould long to be fifteen. 


SONG 2337. The Palentine. 


HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn, 
When ſky-larks tun'd their carols ſweet, 
To hail the god of light and heat : 


PaiLanDes, from his downy bed, | 
To fair LiseTT a's chamber ſped ; f 
Crying awake, ſweet love of mine, 
Fm come to be thy VALENTINE. 


Soft loye, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 


Which 
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Which, that a kiſs ſhe might obtain, 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like PyzBus into Thgris' lap, 

And ne'er forgot that his deſign 

Was but to be her VALEN TIN E, Oc. 


She ſtarting, cry'd, I am undone ! 
PHILANDER, charming youth! begone, 
For this time, to your vows fincere, 
Make virtue, not your love, appear : 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes; 
Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe—— 

To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faichful VALENTINE, O&c. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 
Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead. 
And both agreed, e'er ſetting ſun, 
To join two virtuous hearts in one : 
Theic beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love: 
And from that hour, to life's decline, 
She bleſt the day of VaLexTine, Cc. 


SONG 338. The deſpairing lover. 


HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The ſky was clear, the winds were ſtill, 
The flocks were pent within the fold, 
When from the filence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who 
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Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the bare rock or oozy beach, 
Who from each barren weed that grows 

Expects the grape or bluſhing peach, 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 


I have no herds, no fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſture green, nor garden fair, 
A damſel's venal heart to gain; 
Then all in vain my fighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are bought and ſold ? 


They aſk not vows of ſacred truth ; 


Whene'er they figh, they ſigh for gold; 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 


To buy the gems of Iadia's coaſt, 

What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their fire can ever boaſt 

The living luſtre of her eyes; 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove, 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 


Oh, SyLv1a, ſince nor jems nor ore 


Can with your brighter charms compare; 
Confider that I profer more, 


More ſeldom found a heart ſincere! 


Let treaſure meaner beauties move 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 
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SONG 339. The race. 


F from the luſtre of the ſun, 
To catch your fleeting ſhade you run, 
In vain is all your haſte, fir; 
But if your feet reverſe the race, 
The fugitive will urge the chace, * 
And follow you as faſt, fir. 1 


Thus if at any time, as now, 

Some ſcornful FLAvIA you purſue, 
In hopes to overtake her ; 

Be ſure you ne' er too eager be, 

But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 
And ſeemingly forſake her. 


So I and PyyLL1s, t'other day, 
Were courſing round a cock of hay, 
Whilſt I could ne'er o'ertake her ; 
But when I found I ran in vain, 
Quite tir'd I turn'd me back again, 
And flying from her met her. 


SONG 340. Prithee fool be quiet, 


OUNG Cori ſought my heart to win, 
And woo'd as lovers wooe ; 
I, vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do ; 
Whate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 
And when he preſs'd his fate to know, 
"Twas prithee, fool, be quiet. 
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Month after month of am'rous pain, # 
He made a mighty fuſs ; 1 
Why if, you know, one love's a ſwain, { 
*T'is wrong to ſay one does: | 
He told me, paſſion could not live * 
Without more pleaſing diet; 
And pray what anſwer could I give, 
But prithee, fool, be quiet. 


At lenght he made a bold eſſay, 
And, like a man, he cry'd, 

Thy hand, my dear— this very day 
Shall CeL1a be my bride. 

Convinc'd he would have teaz'd me ſtill, - 
I could not well deny it; 

And now, believe me, when I will 
I make the fool be quiet. 


— — 


Al the Sox ds in the opera of PoLLY: 
by Mr. Gay. Being the ſecond part i 
the Beggar's Opera. 


SONG 341. Tune: The diſappeinted widow. 


H E manners of the great affect; 
Stint not your pleaſure: 
If conſcience had their genius checkt, 
How got they treaſure ? 


+ 


The more in debt, run in debt the more, 
Careleſs who is undone; _ . 
Morals aud honeſty leave to the poor, 

As they do at London, 
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SONG 342. Tune: The Iriſh ground. 


When we're old ? 
Youth and health 
Are not ſold. 


Fr. aks. When love in the pulſe beats low, 
(As haply it may with you) 

A girl can freſh youth beſtow, 
And kindle defire anew. 

Thus numb'd in the brake 

Without motion, the ſnake 
Sleeps cold winter away, 

But in every vein 

Life quickens again 
On the boſom of May. 


SONG 343% Tune: Noel hills, 


E that weds a beauty 
Soon will find her cloy 
When pleaſure grows a duty, 
Farewel love and joy : 
He that weds for treaſure 
(Though he hath a wife) 
Hath choſe one laſting pleaſure 
In a married life. 


SONG 344. Tune : Sweetheart think upon me. 


Y conſcience is of courtly mold, 
Fit for higheſt ſtation. 
Where's the hand, when touch'd with gold, 
Proof againſt temptation ? 


SONG 
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SONG 345. Tune: "Twas within a furlong 


N pimps and politicians 
The genius is the ſame ; 

Both raiſe their own conditions 

On others guilt and ſhame: 
With a tongue well-tipt with lyes 
Each the want of parts ſupplies, 
And with a heart that's all diſguiſe 

Keeps his ſchemes unknown. 


4 Seducing as the devil, 
They play the tempter's part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
Moſt miſchief in their heart. 
Each a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts and then connives, 
And by his neighbours vices thrives, 
For they are all his own. 


SONG 346. Tune: Sortez des vos retraites. 


HE who hath felt a real pain 
By Cux1D's dart, 
Finds that all abſence is in vain 
To cure her heart. 
Though from my lover caſt 
Far as from pole to pole, 
Still the pure flame muſt laſt, 
For love is in the ſoul. 
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ONG 2347. Tune: O Waly, Waly, up the 


bank. 


AREWEL, farewel, all hope of bliſs! 
For PoLLy always muſt be thine. 

Shall then my heart be never his, 
Which never can again be mine ? 

O love, you play a cruel part, 

Woes Thy ſhaft ſtill feſters in the wound; 

> You ſhould reward a conſtant heart, 

"0 Since *tis alas, ſo ſeldom found! 


> SONG 4348. Tune: O Jenxy come tie me. 
1 ESP AIR is all folly; 


| Hence, melancholy, 5 
ð1 Fortune attends you while youth 1s in flower. 
; By beauty's poſſeſſion 


Us'd with diſcretion, 
Woman at all times hath joy in her power. 


SONG 349. Tune: Red houſe, 


Will have my humours, Il pleaſe all my ſenſes, 
I will not be ſtinted in love or expences, 
'Il dreſs with profuſion, Ill game without meaſure ; 
ou ſhall have the buſineſs, I will have the pleaſure: 
Thus every day Þ'11 paſs my life, 

My home ſhall be my leaſt reſort ; 
For ſure *tis fitting that your wife 
Should copy ladies of the court. 


«% 
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SONG 350. Tune: Old Oxepnevs tickl'd, &. 


W HEN billows come breaking owhe ſtrand, 

The rocks are deaf and unſhaken ſtand : 

Old oaks can defy the thunder's roar, 

And I can ſtand woman's tongue—that's more, 
With a twinkum, twankum, Oc. 


SONG 351. Tune: Chriſt-church bells. 


Dvucar. HEN a woman jealous grows, 
Farewel all peace of life! 


Mrs. DucaT. But e'er man roves, he ſhould pay what 


he owes 
And with her due content his wife. 


.'Ducar. Tis man's the weaker ſex to ſway. 


Mrs. DucaT. We too, whene'er we lift, obey. 
Tis juſt and fit 
You ſhould ſubmit. 


Mrs. DucarT. But ſweet kind huſband-—not to day, 


Ducar. Let your clack be ſtill, 


Mrs. Ducar. Not till I have my will. 


If thus you-reaſon light, 
There's never an hour 
While breath has power, 

But I will aſſert my right. 


SON G 352. Tune: Cheſhire-rounds. 


HEN kings by their huffing 
Have blown up a ſquabble, 
All the charge and cuffing 
Light upon the rabble. 


Thus 
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Thus when man and wife 
By their mutual ſnubbing, 
*'% Kindle civil ſtrife, 
F Servants get the drubbing. 
Z 


SONG 353. Tune: The buſh a boon traquair. 


HE crow or daw thro? all the year 

A No fowler ſeeks to ruin ; 

4 But birds of voice or feather rare, 
He's all day long purſuing. 

Beware, fair maids; ſo ſcape the net 
That other beauties fell in; 

For ſure at heart was never yet 

So great a wretch as HEILEN I 


SONG 354 Tune: Bury fair. 


Pol Lx. O W can you be ſo teazing ? 1 
Ducar. Love will excuſe my fault. v 
How can you be ſo pleaſing ! 
PoiLy. I vow I'll not be naught, 
Ducar. All maids I know at firſt reſiſt, 
A maſter may command. 
Polly. You're monſtrous -ude ; I'll not be kiſs'd: 
Nay fye, let go my hand, 
Ducar. *Tis fooliſh piide—— 
PoLLy, »Tis vile, *tis baſe 
Poor innocence to wrong; 
Ducar. I'll force you. 
PoLLy, Guard me from diſgrace. 
You find that virtue's ſtrong, 
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SONG 350. Tune: Old OrPpnevs tickl'd, &. 


W HEN billows come breaking orche ſtrand, 

The rocks are deaf and unſhaken ſtand : 

Old oaks can defy the thunder's roar, 

And I can ſtand woman's tongue——that's more, 
With a twinkum, twankum, Oc. 


SONG 351. Tune: Chriſt-church bells. 


Dvucar. HEN a woman jealous grows, 
Farewel all peace of life! 
Mrs. DucarT. But e'er man roves, he ſhould pay what 


he owes 
And with her due content his wife. 
'Ducar. *Tis man's the weaker ſex to ſway. 
Mrs. Ducar. We too, whene'er we lift, obey. 
Tis juſt and fit 


You ſhould ſubmit. 
Mrs. DucaT. But ſweet kind huſband-—not to day, 
Ducar. Let your clack be ſtill, 
Mrs. Ducar. Not till I have my will. 
If thus you-reaſon ſlight, 
There's never an hour 
While breath has power, 
But I will aſſert my right. 


SON G 352. Tune: Cheſhire-rounds, 


HEN kings by their huffing | 
Have blown up a ſquabble, 

All the charge and cuffing 
Light upon the rabble. 
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Thus when man and wife 
By their mutual ſnubbing, 

Kindle civil ſtrife, 
Servants get the drubbing. 


SONG 353. Tune: The buſh a boon traquair. 


HE crow or daw thro? all the year 
No fowler ſeeks to ruin ; 

But birds of voice or feather rare, 
He's all day long purſuing. 

Beware, fair maids ; ſo ſcape the net 
That other beauties fell in; 

For ſure at heart was never yet 

So great a wretch as HeLen ! 


SONG 354. Tune: Bury fair, 


Pol Lv. H OW can you be ſo teazing ? os 
Ducar. Love will excuſe my fault, | 
How can you be ſo pleaſing ! 
Pol LIV. I vow I'll not be naught, 
Ducar. All maids I know at firſt reſiſt, 
A maſter may command. 
Poll. You're monſtrous -ude ; I'll not be kiſs'd: 
Nay fye, let co my hand, 
Dvucar. *Tis fooliſh piide—— 
PoLLy, "Tis vile, *tis baſe 
Poor innocence to wrong; 
Ducar. I'll force you. 
PoLLY, Guard me from diſgrace. 
You find that virtue's ſtrong. 
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SONG 355. Tune: Bobbing Joan. 


AIDS like courtiers muſt be woo'd, 
Moſt by flattery are ſubdu'd ; 
Some capricious, coy or nice, 
Out of pride protract the vice; 
But they fall, 
One and all, 
When we bid up to their price. 


' SONG 356. Tune: A ſwain long tortur'd with 
diſdain. 


AN TI or toil or hunger fear? 

For love's a pain that's more ſevere. 
The ſlave, with virtue in his breaſt, 
Can wake in peace, and ſweetly reſt, 


SONG 357. Tune: March in Scipio. 


DoucarT. RAVE boys prepare. 
_— Ah! ceaſe fond wife to cry. 
Servant. For when the danger's near, 


We've time enough to fly. 
Mrs. Ducar. How can you be diſgrac'd ! 
For wealth ſecures your fame. 
Servant. The rich are always plac'd 
Above the ſenſe of ſhame. 
Mrs. DucarT. Let honour ſpur the ſlave, 
To fight for fighting's ſake : 
Du car. But even the rich are brave 
When money 1s at ſtake. 
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SONG 358. Tune: Jig-it-o foot. 


E TTER to doubt 
All that's doing, 
'Than to find out 
Proofs of ruin. 
What ſervants hear and ſez 
Should they tattle, | 
Marriage all day would be 
Feuds and battle. . 


SONG 359. Tune: Trumpet minuet. 


ef after miſſes moſt huſbands will roam, 
Tho? fure they find woman ſufficient at home. 
To be nos'd by a ſtrumpet! hence huſſy you'd beſt. 
Would he give me my due, I would give her the reſt. 


SONG 360. Tune: POLWART on the green. 


_ OVE now is nought but art, 
*Tis who can juggle beſt ; 
To all men ſeem to give your heart 
But keep it in your breaſta- 
What gain and pleaſure do we find, 
Who change whene'er we lift ! 
The mill that turns with every wind 
Muſt bring the owner griſt. 


SONG 361. Tune: St. MarTin's lane, 


9 pilgrims thro? devotion 
To ſome ſhrine purſue their way, 
They tempt the raging ocean, 
And thro? deſarts ſtray, 
L 3 
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With zeal their hope deſiring, 
The ſaint their breaſt inſpiring 
With chearful air, 
| Devoid of fear, 
| 4 They every danger bear. 
Thus equal zeal poſſeſſing, 
I ſeek my only bleſũng. 
O love, my honeſt vow r 
My truth protect, 
My iteps direct, 
His flight detect, 
A faithful wife reward. 


SONG 362. Tune: La Villanella. 


WY did you ſparc him, 


O'er ſeas to bear him, 
Far from his home, and conſtant bride ? 
When papa” peach'd him, 
If death had reach'd him, 
then had only ſigk'd, wept, and dy'd. 


SONG 263. Tuxe: Dead march in Coklo- 
LANUS, 


LEEP, O ſleep, 
ith thy rod of incantation, 
Charm my imagination. 
1 Then, only then, I ceaſe to weep. 
þ By thy power, 
The virgin, by time o 'ertaken, 
For years forlorn, forſaken, 
Enjoys the happy hour, 
What's to ſleep ? 


{ 
L 
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»Tis a viſionary bleſſing; 
A dream that's paſt expreſling ; 
Our utmoſt wiſh poſſeſſing ; 
So may I always keep. 


SONG 364. Tune: Three ſheep-ſkins. 


F all the fins that are money-ſupplying ; 
Conſider the world *tis paſt all denying, 
With all forts, 
In towns or courts, 
The richeſt fin is lying. 


SONG 2365. Tune: Rigadoon. 


Y women won, 
We're all undone, 
Each wench hath a Syren's charms, 
The lover's deeds 
Are good or ill, 
As whim ſucceeds 
In woman's will: 
Reſolution is lull'd in her arms. 


SONG 366. Tune: Ton humeur eſt Catherine. 


OMAN's like the flatt'cing ocean, 
Who her pathleſs ways can find ? 
Every blaſt directs her motion, 
Now ſhe's angry, now ſhe's kind. 
What a fool's the vent'rous lover, 
WhirPd and toſs'd by every wind! 
Can the bark the port recover 
When the ſilly pilot's blind ? 


L 4 
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SONG 367. Tune: Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods, 


Hate thoſe coward tribes, 
Who by mean ſneaking bribes, 
By tricks and diſguiſe, 
By flattery and lies, 
To power and grandeur riſe. 
Like heroes of old 
You are greatly bold, 
The ſword your cauſe ſupports. 
Untaught to fan, 
You ne'er were drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn, 
Who practiſe the frauds of courts. 


SONG 368. Tune: Minuet. 


HEER up my lads, let us puſh on the fray, 
For battles, like women, are loſt by delay. 
Let us ſeize victory while in our power; 
Alike war and love have their critical hour. 
Our hearts bold and ſteady 
Should always be ready, 
So, think war a widow, a kingdom the dower. 


SONG 369. Tune: Mirleton. 


HEN I'm great and fluſh of treaſure, 
Check'd by neither fear or ſhame, 
You ſhall tread a round of pleaſure, 
Morning, noon, and night the ſame. 
With a Mirleton, &c. 
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Like a city wife or beauty 
| You ſhall flutter life away; 
| And ſhall know no other duty, 
But to dreſe, eat, drink, and play. 


8 ON G 370. Tune: Sawxx was tall, and of 


noble race. 


Mox Ax O. HALL I not be bold when honour calls? 
You've a heart that would upbraid me 
then. 

Jenxy, But, ah, I fear, if my hero falls, 

Thy x NN {hall ne'er know pleaſure again, 
Mor ano, To deck their wives fond tradeſmen cheat ; 3 

I conquer but to make thee great. 

JexNY, But if my hero falls, ah then 
Thy Jex xx ſhall ne'er know pleaſure again 


SONG 371. Tune: Northern Nancy. 


O W many men have found the ſkill 
Of power and wealth acquiring ? 
But ſure there's a time to ſtint the will 
And the judgment is in retiring. 
For to be diſplac'd, 
For to be diſgrac'd, 
Is the end of too high aſpiring. 


SONG 372. Tune: Amante fuggite cadente 
| beta, 


INE women, are devils, compleat in their way, 

They always are roving and cruiſing for prey. 
When we flounce on their hook, their views they obtain, 
Like thoſe too their pleaſure is giving us pain, 
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upſide down, 


I'm here, I'm there conſenting. 
PII each obey, ſo keep my oath, 

That oath by which I won her: 
With truth and ſteddineſs in both, 

I'll act like a man of honour. 


H E world is always jarring 
This is purſuing 
T'other man's ruin, 
Friends with friends are warring, 
In a falſe cowardly way. 
Spurr'd on by emulations, 
Tongues are engaging, 
Calumny raging 
Murthers reputations, 
Envy keeps up the fray, 
Thus, with burning hate 
Each, returning hate, 
Wounds and robs his friends, 
In civil life, 
Even man and wife 


Squabble for ſelfiſh ends. 


SONG 374. Tun: Hunt the ſquirrel, 


SONG 373. Tune: Since all the world's turn'd 


HO? different paſſions rage by turns, 
Within my breaſt fermenting ; 
Now blazes love, now honour burns, 


80 N 
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sor 375. Tune: Young DAuo once the 


lovelieſt ſwain. 


N love and life the preſent uſe, 
One hour we grant the next refuſe ; 
Who then would riſque a nay ? 
Were lovers wiſe they would be kind, 
: And in our eyes the moment find ; 
| For only then they may. 


SONG 376. Tun: Catharine Ogye. 


JexnY. E never blame the forward ſwain, 
Who puts us to the tryal. 
PoLLy, I know you firſt would give me pain, 
Then baulk me with denial. | 
Jexny. What mean we then by being try'd ? 
PolLy. With ſcorn and ſlight to uſe us. 
Moſt beauties, to indulge their pride, 
Scem kind but to refuſe us, 


SONG 377. Tune: Roger a coverly. 


Y heart is by love forſaken, 
| feel the tempeſt growing, 
A fury the place hath taken, 
I rage, I burn, I'm glowing. 
Tho? Curip's arrows are erring, 
Or indifference may ſecure ye, 
When woman's revenge 1s ftirring, 
You cannot eſcape that fury, 


SONG 
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SONG 378. Tune: Bacchus m'a dit. 


Y halves no friend | 
Now ſeeks to do you pleaſure. 
Their help they lend 
In every part of life ; 
If huſbands part, 
The friend hath always leiſure ; 
Then all his heart 
Is bent to pleaſe the wife. 


\ 
: 


SONG 379. Tune: Health to BeTTv. 


F huſbands fit unſteady, 
Moft wives for freaks are ready. 
Neglect the rein, 
The ſteed again 
Grows ſkittiſh, wild and heady. 


SONG 380. Tune: Cappe de bonne eſperance. 


HE bod) of the brave may be taken, 
If chance bring on our adverſe hour; 
But the noble ſoul is unſhaken, 
For that ſtill is in our power : 
Tis a rock whoſe firm foundation 
Mocks the waves of perturbation ; 
"Tis a never-dying ray, | 
Brighter in our evil day. 


SONG 
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SON G 381. Tune When bright AURELIA | 
tripp'd the plain. 


OR gold you ſacrifice your fame, 
Your honour, life and friend : 
You war, you fawn, you lie, you game, 
And plunder without fear or ſhame ; 
Can madneſs this tranſcend ? 


SONG 382. Tune PEOCOx's mill, 
V HEN gold is in hand, 


It gives us command; 

It makes us lov'd and reſpected; 

*Tis now, as of yore, 

Wit and ſenſe, when poor, 

Are ſcorn'd, o'erlook'd and neglected. 


Tho? peeviſh and old, 

If women have gold,, 

They have youth, good humour and beauty : 
Among all mankind 

Without it we find 

Nor-love, nor favour, nor duty. 


SONG 383. Tune: Excuſe me. 


ONOUR calls me fram thy arms, 
Wich glory my boſom is beating. 
Victory ſummons to arms: then to arms 
Let us haſte, for we're ſure of defeating. 
One look more-—and then 
Oh, I am loſt again ! 
G What a power has beauty! 
But honour calls, and I muſt away, 
But love forbids, and I muſt obey, You 
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Vou grow to bold; 


Hence, looſe your hold, 
For love claims all my duty. 


SONG 384. Tune RuBEN. 


ONOUR plays a bubble's part, 
Ever bilk'd and cheated ; 

Never in ambition's heart, 

Int'reſt there is ſeated. 
Honour was in uſe of yore, 

Tho? by want attended: 
Since *twas talk'd of, and no more; 

Lord how times are mended ! 


SONG 385. Tune: Troy town. 


HEN ambition's ten years toils 
Have heap'd up mighty hoards of gold; 
Amid the harveſt of the ſpoils, 
Acquir'd by fraud and rapin bold, 
Comes juſtice The great ſcheme is croſt, 
At once wealth, life, and fame, are loft. 


SONG 386. Tune We've cheated the parſor, 4 


Mos. \ ESPAIR leads to battle, no courage © 
great, 3 
They muſt conquer or die who've no retreat. 
Van. No retreat. 
Jen. No retreat. 
Monk. They muſt conquer or die who've no retreat. 
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SONG 387. Tune: T'amo tanto. 


IRT UE's treaſure 
Is a pleaſure, 
Cheerful even amid diftreſs ; 
Nor pain nor croſſes, 
Nor grief nor loſſes, 
Nor death itſelf can make it leſs : 
Here relying, 
Suff*ring, dying, 
Honeſt ſouls find all redreſs. 


SONG 388. Tune: Down in a meadow. 
HE ſportſmen keep hawks, and their quarry they 


gain; 
Erhus the woodcock, the partridge, the pheaſant is lain. 
What care and expence for their hounds are employ'd! 
A hus the fox, and the hare, and the ſtag are deſtroy'd, 
be ſpaniel they cheriſh, whoſe flattering way 
3 an as well as their maſters cringe, fawn and betray, 
bas ſtanch politicians, look all the world round, 
ore the men who can ſerve as hawk, ſpaniel or hound. 


1 4 ON G 389. Tune There was an old man, 
A and he liv'd, &c. 


HAT man can on virtue or courage repoſe, 
| Or gueſs 3f the touch *rwill abide ? 
like gold, if intrinſic ſare no body knows, 
Dill weigh'd in the ballance and try'd. 
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SONG 390. Tune Iris la plus charmante. 


OVE with beauty is flying, 
At once 'tis blooming and dying, 

But all ſeaſons defying, 
Friendſhip laſts on the year. 
Love is by long enjoying, 

Cloying 3 
Friendſhip enjoy'd the longer, 

Stronger. 
O may the flame divine 
Burn in your breaſt like mine! 


SONG 391. Tune: There was a jovial beggar, 


HEN horns, with chearful ſound, 
Proclaim the active day; 
Impatience warms the hound, 
He burns to chace the prey. 
Chorus. Thus to battle we will go, c. 


1 Pyr. 


2 Pyr. How charms the trumpet's breath! 
The brave, with hope poſſeſs'd, 
Forgetting wounds and death, 
Feel conqueſt in their breaſt. 


SON G 392. Tune: To you fair ladies, &. | 


Mos. Y bolder ſteps we win the race. 
1 Pyr. Let's haſte where danger calls. 
Mor. Unleſs ambition mend its pace, 

It totters, nods and falls. 
1 Pyr. We muſt advance or be undone. 
Mor. Think thus, and then the battle's won. 
Chorus. With a fa la la, Oe. 


SONG 


FF - 


N of 


oth they hears and treaſure 


4 , 
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Mos. HEN the tyger roams 


And the timorous flock 1 is in his view. 
Fury foams, 


He thirſts for the blood of * crew. 
His grecdy eyes he throws, 
Thirſt wich their number grows, 
On he pours, with a wide waſte purſuing, 
Spreading the plain with a general ruin, 
Thus let us charge, and our foes o'erturn : 
Let us on one and all! 
1 Pyr. How they fly, how they fall! 
For the war for the prize I burn. 


Van. 


SONG 394. Tune: The Marlborough. 


E the ſword of juſtice drawing, 
Terror caſt in guilty eyes; 


Is its beam falſe courage dies; 
We Tis like lightning keen and awing. 


Charge the foe, 


Lay them low, 


Dn them and ftrike the blow. 


ark, victory calls us. See, guilt is diſmay'd : 


Abe villain is of his own conſcience afraid. 


n your hands are your lives and your liberties held 
he courage of virtue was never repell'd, 


SONG 395. Tune: Les rats. 


NOW then, war's my pleaſure. 
Am I thus controul'd ? 


I'll at once unfold. 


SONG 393. Tune: Prince EUGENE's march. 
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You, like a miſer, ſcraping, hiding, 
Rob all the world ; you're but mines of gold, 
Rage my breaſt alarms :; 
War is by kings right-deciding ; 
Then to arms, to arms; 
With this ſword I'll force your hold. 


SONG 396. Tune: Mad Rogin. 


O W faultleſs does the nymph appear, 
When her own hand the picture draws ! 
But all others only ſmcar 
Her wrinkles, cracks and flaws. 
Self-flattery is our claim and right, 
Let men ſay what they will; . 
Sure we may ſet our good in ſight, 1 
When neighbours ſet our ill. u. 


SONG 397. Tune: Thro' the wood laddy. Wi 


A ſits the ſad turtle alone on the ſpray; 
His heart ſorely beating, 
Sad murmur repeating, 
Indulging his grief for his conſort aſtray ; 
For force or death only could keep her away. 
Now he thinks of the fowler, and every ſnare ; 
If guns have not flain her, 
The net muſt detain her, | 
Thus he'll riſe in my thoughts, every hour with a tear, | 
If ſafe from the battle he do not appear, 
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SSONG 398. Tune: Claſp'd in my dear M- 


LINDA's arms. 


Pol. IC TOR is ours. 

Caw. —— My fond heart is at reſt, 
Por. Friendſhip thus ueceives its gueſt. 

3 Caw. O what tranſport fills my breaſt ! 

Por. Conqueſt 1s compleat, 

Caw. Now the triumph's great. 

Por. In your life is a nation bleſt. 
Caw. In your life I'm of all poſſeſs'd. 


SONG 399. Tune: Parſon upon Dorothy. 


HE ſoldiers, who by trade muſt dare 

| The deadly cannon's ſounds ; 
vou may be ſure, betimes prepare 
For fatal blood and wounds. 
WThe men, who with adventrous dance, 
Bound from the cord on high, 
Nuſt own they have the frequent chance 
By broken bones to die. 

Since rarely then 

Ambitious men 
ike others loſe their breath ; 

Like theſe, I hope, 

They know a rope 
but their natural death, 


Ear, 


” 
0 
LP 


ONG 400. Tune: The collier has a daughter. 


© HEN right or wrong's decided 
WT In war or civil cauſes, 

e by ſucceſs are guided 
To blame or give applauſes. 
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Thus men exhalt ambition, 

In power by all commended, 
But when it falls from high condition, 
 Thyburn is well attended. 


SONG 4or. Tune: Mad Mort, 


LL crimes are judged like fornication ; 
While rich we are hone{t no doubt; 
Fine ladies can keep reputation, 
Poor laſſes alone are found out. 
If juſtice had piercing eyes, 
Like ourſelves to look within, 
She'd find power and wealth a diſguiſe 
That ſhelter the worſt of our kin, 


SONG 402. Tune: Prince GEORGE, 


Caw. LL friendſhip is a mutual debt, 
Por. The contract's inclination : 
Caw. We never can that bond forget 
Of ſweet retaliation. 
Por. All day, and every day the ſame 
We are paying and ſtill owing ; 
Caw. By turns we grant by turns we claim 
The pleaſure of beſtowing. 
Both. By turns we gran:, Sc. 


SONG 403. Tune: Blithe Jockey young an 


gay. 
AN words the pain expreſs 
Which abſent lovers know ? 


He only mine can gueſs 
Whoſe heart hath felt the woe. 
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"Tis doubt, ſuſpicion, fear, 
Seldom hope, oft” deſpair; 
"Tis jealouſy, tis rage, in brief 

Tis every pang and grief. 


SONG 404. Tune: In the fields in froſt and 
ſnow. 


HE modeſt lilly, like the maid, 
Its pure bloom defending, 

Is of noxious dews afraid, 

Soon as even's deſcending. 

Clos'd all night, 

Free from blight, 

It preſerves the native white, 

But at morn unfolds its leaves, 

And the vital ſun receives. 


BONG 405. Tune: Whilſt I gaze on Crox. 


HILST I gaze in fond deſiring, 
Every former thought is loſt, 
Sighing, wiſhing and admiring, 
How my troubled ſoul is toſt ! 
Hot and cold my blood is flowing, 
How it thrills in every vien ! 
Liberty and life are going, 
Hope can ne'er relieve my pain. 


SONG 406. Tune: The Jamaica. 
HE ſex, we find, | 


| Like men inclin'd 
To guard againſt reproaches; 
And none neglect 
To pay reſpect 
To rogues who keep their coaches, SONG 
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SONG 4o7. Tune: Tweed fide. 


HE ftag, when chas'd all the long day 
O'er the lawn, thro? the foreſt and brake; 
Now panting for breath and at bay, 
Now ſtemming the river or lake; 
When the treacherous ſcent 1s all cold, 
And at eve he returns to his hind, 
Can her joy, can her pleaſure be told ? FF 
Such joy and ſuch pleaſure I find. ; 


* 1 SPORE ay 3 


SONG 408. Tune: One evening as I lay, 


H heart forebodes he's dead, ho 
That thought how can I bear ? 
He's gone, for ever fled, 1. 
My ſoul is all deſpair! 
I ſee him pale and cold, 
The nooſe hath ſtopp'd his breath, 
Juſt as my dream foretold, = 7: 
Oh had that ſleep been death ! 


" SONG 4og. Tune: Buff-coat, 


Caw. H Y that languiſh ! 

Por. Oh he's dead! Oh he's loſt for ever! 
Caw. Ceaſe your anguiſh and forget your grief, 
Por. Ah, never! 


| What air, grace and ſtature ! 
Caw. How falſe in his nature ! 
Por. To virtue my love might have won him. = 
Caw. How baſe and deceiving ! '2 
Pol. But love is believing. 1 
Caw. Vice, at length, as *tis meet, hath undone hin 2 
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SONG A410. Tune: An Italian ballad. 


RAIL is ambition, how weak the foundation! 
Riches have wings as inconſtant as wind; 

My heart is proof againſ either temptation, 
Virtue, without them, contentment can find. 


SONG 41. Tune: The temple. 


d. JUSTICE long forbearing, 

I Power or riches never fearing, 
Slow, yet perſevering, 

Hunts the villain's pace. 

ho, Juſtice long, Tc. 


Ind. What tongues then defend him? 
Or what hand will ſuccour lend him? 
Even his friends attend him, 
To foment the chace. 


Ind, Virtue, ſubduing, 
Humbles in ruin 

All the proud wicked race. 
Truth, never. failing, 
Muſt be prevailing, 

Falſehood ſhall find diſgrace. 


End of the Songs in the Opera of POLLY. 


— 


SONG 412. The Charms of SYLVIA. 


I nature blooms when you appear, 
hin 14 K The fields their richeſt liveries wear; 
g, elms and pines bleſt by your view, 
NG t out freſh green, and bud anew: The 
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The various ſeaſons you ſupply, 
And when you're gone, they fade and die. 


Sweet PHILOMEL in mournful ſtrains, 
To you appeals, to you complains ; 
The tow'ring lark on riſing wing, 
Warbling attempts your praiſe to ſing, 
He cuts the yielding air, and flies 
To Heaven, to type our future joys. 


SONG 413. CLARiNDA. 


DBSHAWI tell me no more of the lilly, 
The violet carnation and roſe ; 
You never can think me fo filly, 
To match my CLarinDa with thoſe. 


The lilly all beauteous to-day, 
To-morrow will wither and fade; 

Pinks, roſes, and violets decay, 
Not ſo my adorable maid. 


Her charms unimpair'd will endure, 

Blooms brighter and brighter each day; 
For virtue and candour are ſure 

In their nature, and never decay. 


SONG 414. Advice from experience. 


Smile at love and all its arts, 
The charming CyxTH1a cry'd; 
Take heed, for love has piercing darts, 
A wounded ſwain reply'd. 


Once free, and bleſt as you are now, 
I trifled with his charms ; 

I pointed at his little bow, 

And ſported with his arms. 
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Till urged too far, revenge he cries ! 
A fatal ſhaft he drew; 


It took its paſſage thro' your eyes, 
And to my heart it flew. 


To tear it thence, I tried in vain, 
To ftrive, I quickly found, 
Was only to encreaſe the pain, 
And to enlarge the wound. 


Ah! much too well I fear you know 
What pain I'm to endure ; 

Since what your eyes alone could do, 
Your heart alone could cure. 


And that (grant heav'n I may miſtake) 
I doubt is doom'd to bear ; 

A burden for another's ſake, 
Who ill rewards its care. 


SONG 414. A Dialbgue. 


O W unhappy a lover am I, 

While I-figh for my PniIILIs in vain ? 
All my hopes of delight, 
Are another man's right, 

Who is happy whilſt I am in pain. 


b He. 


be. Since her honour allows no relief, 

4 But to pity the pains which you bear; 
»Tis the beſt of your fate, 
In a hopeleſs eſtate, 

To give o'er, and betimes to deſpair, 


M 
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Fe, 1 have tried the falſe med'cine in vain, 
For I wiſh what J hope not to win 
From without my deſire, 

Has not food for its fire, 

But it burns and conſumes me within. 


She. What her honour deny'd you in life, 
In her death ſhe will give to your love; 
The flame that is true, 
After fate will renew, 
For the ſouls to meet cloſer above. 


SONG 415. Love ill requited. 


WAIN thy hopeleſs paſſion ſmother, 
Perjur'd CLA loves another; 
In his arms I ſaw her lying 
Panting, kifling, trembling, dying; 
There the fair deceiver ſwore, 
As ſhe did to you before. 


Oh! ſaid you when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant creature leaves me, 
Lich's waters back ſhall fly, 

And leave their oozy channel dry: 
Turn ye waters leave your ſhore, 
Perjur'd Cx11a loves no more. 


SONG 416. Grief for the paſt inneſfectudl. 


EASE lovely ſhepherd, ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor longer wanton in thy grief; 
Her aſkes ſleep within their urn, 
Let new-born paſſions give relief ; 


Tho 
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Tho' SYLv1a was ſo ſoft and fair, 

That all the youths and neighb'ring ſwains, 
Languiſh'd with paſſion and deſpair, 

While ſhe reign'd miſtreſs of the plains. 


Tho? ſweet ſhe was as morning dew, 
And filent as the cloſe of night, 
Shepherd ſhe breaths no more for you, 
But riſes in the brighteſt light ; 
CorLin then let thy throbbing heart, 
For ſprightly CLIA glow and burn; 
Sighs for thy ſighs ſhe will 1mpart, 
And gentle love for love return. 


SONG 417. Love our greateſt bleſſing. 


FT... of love and all its joys, 
In vain we boaſt content, 


All other pleaſures are but toys, 
Nor for the heart were meant. 


Indifference to recommend 
Dull reaſon then forbear, 

Tili you a bliſs have power to ſend, 
That can with this compare. 


SONG 418. The kind regugſi. q 


2 bids me write her praiſe, 
And deigns to decorate my verſe, 
My muſe with joy the taſk eſſays, 
Her matchleſs beauties to rehearſe : 
Clear be the colours, bright and fair, 
The beauties of her form to paint, 
Nor let a thought be crampt with fear, 
To ſay in ſoul ſhe is a faint, 
M 2 
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Bat as a poet once of Greece, 
Portraying Venus” matchleſs charms, 
Soon grew enamour'd. of the piece, 
And claſp'd the phantom in his arms: 
So when J labour to recite, 
Each winning grace by thee poſſeſt, 
I grow enraptur'd as I write, 
And every thought enflames my breaſt. 


SONG 419. The laſs with the delicate air, 


OUNG MorLLy who lives at the foot of the hill, 
Where fame ev*ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 
That men call her he laſs auith the delicate air. 


One evening laſt May as I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, on a green moſly bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid; 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


For that moment young Curry ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd without pity, my innocent heart ; 
And from thence how to gain the dear maid was my cart, 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I ws 
rude, 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude; 
1 anſwer'd I could not tell how I come there, 
But lay'd all the blame on her delicate air. . 
Sail 
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ssnid her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hop'd that ſhe'd give it to eaſe my fond pain; 
she neither rejected nor granted my pray'r, 

; Bot fir d all my foul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit, 

But ſtill the tormentor affeRs to be mute. 

Then tell me ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the fair, 
How to win e dear laſi with the delicate air. 


S O- NG 420» H, my dear fy. 


HEN I was a maiden of fourteen years old, 

If I romp'd with a man how wy mother would 
ſcold; 

But now I'm growa older, ſhe bids me be ſhy, 

And is always a chiding, with fy, my dear, fy. 


But this her fond chiding, however abfard, 
Zy frequent repeating became a cart word, 
That if a young man did ſmiling paſs by, 
could not help calling out, fy, my dear, ſy. 


One evening as under a haycock I lay, 

= Young Damon my lover, by chance came that way; 
lle kneel'd and he kiſs'd me, and down he would lie, 
Altho' ] kept calling out, fy, my dear, fy. 


In love's fondeſt language he then did proteſt, 
That I was the ſweeteſt, the wiſeſt and beſt; 
And that by my coyneſs he ſurely ſhould die, 
Which forc'd me again to ſay, fy, my dear, ſy. 


Wich twenty ſweet kiſſes he ſealed each vow; 
ad ardently begg'd me ſome pity to ſhew-; 
Erden wonder'd which way I my garter did tye, 
Lord bleſs me, I cry'd, oh! fy, my dear, fy. 


M 3. But: 
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But till he kept preſſing, and talk'd of his truth, 
Of flames and of darts, and of beauty and youth, 
That he'd ever be conſtant if I would comply, 
But I threaten'd and chided with fy, my dear, fy. 


Yet Damon ſtill ſtruggl'd, petition'd and pray'd, 
And never once minded a word that I ſaid; 
So I let him go on, and I made no reply, 
For I found 'twas in vain to ſay fy, my dear, fy. 


SONG 421. Libery, 


INCE ev'ry charm on earth's combin'd 
In CLoz's face, in CLoe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 

What robb'd me of my liberty. 


Till that fatal hapleſs day, 
My heart was lively, blithe aad gay, 
Could ſport with ev'ry nymph but ſhe, 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy ev'ry clown I ſee, 

Injoy the ſweets of liberty. 


Think then dear CLoe, ce er too late, 
That death muſt be my hapleſs fate; 
{f love and you do not agree, 
To ſet me at my liberty. 


We'll follow Ay MuEx's happy train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain, 
And live in ſweet tranquillity, 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 


< 
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| All the SoNGs in the Ballad Farce of the 
ConTRIvances. By Mr. CARY. 


SONG 422. 


'LL face ev'ry danger 
H To reſcue my dear, 
For fear is a ſtranger 

Where love is ſincere. 
Repulſes but fire us, 

Deſpair we deſpiſe, 

If beauty inſpire us 
To pant for the prize. 


Love ſounds the alarm : 
And fear is now flying; 
When beauty's the prize 
What mortal fears dying. 
In defence of my treaſure - 
PlI bleed at each vein, 
Without her no pleaſure ; 
And life is a pain. 


SONG 423. 


NEE! the radiant queen of night 
Sheds on all her kindly beams; 
Gilds the plains with chearful light, 
And ſparkles in the filver ſtreams, 
Smiles adorn the face of nature, 
Taſteleſs all things yet appear, 
Unto me a hapleſs creature, 
In the abſence of my dear. 


M4 SONG 


1 11 
SONG 424. 


ENTEEL in perſonage, 
Conduct and equipage, 
Noble by heritage, 
Gen'rous and free: 
Brave, not romantick ; 
Learn'd, not pedantic ; 


Frolick, not frantic ; 
'This muſt he be. 


r 


| Honour maintaining, 
Meanneſs diſdaining, 
N Still entertaining, 
Engaging and new: 
Neat, but not finical ; 
Sage, but not cynical ; 
Never tyranical ; 
But ever true. 


SONG 425. 


HEN parents obſtinate and cruel prove, 
And force us to a man we cannot love, 
"Tis fit we diſappoint the ſordid elves, 
And wiſely get us huſbands for ourſelves, 


S ON G 426. 


EASE to perſuade, 
| Nor ſay you love ſincerely, 
When you've betray'd 
You'll treat me moſt ſeverely ; 
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And fly what once you did purſue : 
Happy the fair, 
Who ne'er believes you, 
But gives deſpair, 
Or elſe deceives you, 
And learns inconſtancy from you. 


SONG 427. 


HEN did you ſee 
Any falſhood in me, 
That thus you unkindly ſuſpe& me; 
Speak, ſpeak your mind, 
For I fear you're inclin'd, 
In ſpite of my truth, to reject me. 


If't muſt be ſo, 
To the wars I will go, 
Where danger my paſſion ſhall ſmother ; 
I'd rather periſh there 
Than linger in deſpair, 
Or ſee you in the arms of another. 


SONG 428. 


Wool you live a ſtale virgin for ever, 
Sure you're out of your ſenſes, 
Or theſe are pretences ; 
Can you part with a perſon ſo clever? 
J In troth you are highly to blame 


And you Mr. Lover, to trifle ;. 
I thought that a ſoldier, 
Was wiſer and'bolder!. 
A warrior ſhould plunder and rifle; 
A captain! Oh, fye for ſhame !. 
M 5 SONG. 


I 
. 
| 
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SONG 429. 


Leave me to complain 
My loſs of liberty ; 
I never more ſhall ſee my ſwain, 
Or ever more be free, 


O cruel, cruel fate! 
What joy can I receive, 

When in the arms of one I hate, 
I'm doom'd, alas! to live, 


Ye pitying pow'rs above, 
That ſee my ſoul's diſmay ; 

O bring me back the man I love, 
Or take my life away. 


SONG 430. 


OONER than VII my love forego, 
And loſe the man I prize, 


1'11 bravely combat ev'ry woe, 
Or fall a ſacrifice. 


Nor bolts, nor bars, ſhall me controul 
I death and danger dare ; 

Reſtraint but fires the active ſoul, 
And urges fierce deſpair. 


The window now ſhall be my gate, 
III either fall or fly; 

Before I'll live with him I hate, 

For him I love I'll die. 


185 
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8 O N G 431. 
q ITHOUT affeQziion, gay, youthful and 
l W pretty) 


Without pride or meanneſs, familiar and witty; 
Without forms obliging, good-natur'd and free; 
Without art as lovely, as lovely can be. 


She acts what ſhe thinks, and thinks what ſhe ſays, 

# Regardleſs alike both of cenſure and praiſe. 

Her thoughts and her words, and her actions are ſuch, 
That none can admire 'em, or praiſe her too much. 


SONG 432. 


He. AKE haſte and away mine only dear; 
| Make haſte, and away, away! 
For all at the gate, 
a Your true lover does wait, 
And I prithee make no delay, 


e. O how ſhall I ſteal away, my love! 
. O how ſhall I ſteal away ! 
My daddy is near, 
And I dare not for fear ; | 
Pray come then another day. 


e. O this js the only day, my life, 
O this is the only day; 
I'll draw him aſide, 
While you throw the gates wide, 
And then you may ſteal away, . 


She 
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Then prithee make no delay ; 
| | We'll ſerve him a trick, 

| | For I'll flip in the nick, 

And with my true love away, 


Daeit, O Curisp, befriend a loving pair, 

| O Curd, befriend us, we pray; 
| May our ſtratagem take, 

For thine own ſweet ſake, 

F And, amen let all true lovers fay. 


SONG 433. Duett. 


HUS fondly carreſſing, 
My idol, my treaſure, 
How great is the bleſling ! 
How ſweet is the pleaſure! 


With joy I behold thee, 
And doat on they charms, 
Thus while I enfold thee, 


I've Heav'n in my arms, 


* 


She. Then prithee make no delay, my dear, 


End of the Songs in the CON TRIVANcES. 


In vain did I ramble o'er country and town, 


Till chance introduc'd me to dear BETTY Brown. 


Such a ſhape, ſach an air, ſuch a mien, ſuch a face: 
She fmil'd with ſuch ſweetneſs, convers'd with ſuch 


grace ; 


SONG 434. Brrry Brown. 


N purſuit of a laſs that was form'd to my taſte, 
What pains did I take, and what time did I waſte? 


Ppreſides o'er the face of my dear BETTY Brown. 


Jof virtue, her mind has a much better ſhare ;. 
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\ forehead unus'd to a wrinkle or frown, 


When firſt I beheld her my heart was inflam'd, 
And thrilPd with a rapture that cannot be nam'd : 
ve Gods what is wealth, what is fame or renown, 
Compar'd with the charms of my dear BETTY Brown 


Tho? her perſon has beauties beyond all compare, 


Let others ambition extend to a crown, 
T1 aſk, O ye Gods, but my dear BeTTY Brown. 


Oh! let me this charming dear creature poſſeſs, 
No more I requeſt, nor can aſk any leſs ; 

From the ſummit of hope let me not tumble down, 
ve Gods give me death, or my dear BxTTY BRowN. 


SONG 435. 


N vain you tell your parting lover, 
You wiſh fair winds may waft him over: 
Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
Which bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main, 
Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain ?: 
From lighted vows and cold diſdain. 


Be gentle, and in pity chooſe 
To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe, 
That thrown again upon the coaſt, 
Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was loſt; 
I may once more repeat my pain, | 
Once more in dying notes complain, c 
Of lighted vows and cold diſdain. 


SONG 


He. 


She. 


He. 
She. 


He. 


She. 
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O W the happy knot is ty'd, 


BeTsY is my charming bride ; 


Ring the bells and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul : 
Who fo fair as lovely Ber, 
Who ſo bleſt as Col IN ET „ 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts, 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Ber, 

Boys as ſweet as CoLiNnET. 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 
With the faireſt ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely BET. 


Tho? on Sundays I was ſeen, 


Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 


She. 


Tho? fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy BeTTY's love; 
Them I quit without regret, 


All my joy's in Coriner. 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports the bridal day : 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my BeTTyY fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband, get, 
Fond and true as CoLinerT. 


SONG 436. Cormer. 
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SONG 440. The Lucky Fall, 


Band of Curips t'other day, 
Were in a myrtle grove ; 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove : 
But where, cries one, the cock of all, 
Let's fix upon a place: 
Hang Paphos, and Olympus-hall, 
I vote for CLoe's face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew, 
And gathering round the fair; 

As ſwarming bees on flowers do, 
They ſettl'd here and there: 

Some on her lips, her noſe, her chin, 
A ſcore on either cheek ; 

While fifty to her eyes went in, 
To play at hide and ſeek, 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile 
The wranglers to have heard; 

For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho? each his own preſer'd; 

Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell in CLoz's breaſt, 

And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
Whoſe ſtation's now the beſt ? 


SONG 441. De liche the vale. 


HE fragrant lilly of the vale 
So elegantly fair, PI 
Whoſe ſweets perfume each fanning pale, 
To CLog I compare, 


What 


He. 


She. 


He. 
She. 


He. 


She. 


She, 
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SONG 436. Col iN Er. 


O W the happy knot is ty'd, 
BeTsyY is my charming bride ; 
Ring the bells and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul : 
Who fo fair as lovely Ber, 
Who ſo bleſt as CoLiner ? 


Now adien to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts, 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely BET, 

Boys as ſweet as CoLineT. 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, | 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 1 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 5 
With the faireſt ſweeteſt flow'rs; 


Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 


Are the charms of lovely Ber. 


Tho? on Sundays I was ſeen, 


Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 


Tho? fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy BeTTY's love; 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in ColixEr. 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports the bridal day : 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 

Like my BRTT x fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Col Ix ET. 
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SONG 440. The Lucky Fall, 


Band of Curips t'other day, 

A Were in a myrtle grove ; 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove : 
t But where, cries one, the cock of all, 
* Let's fix upon a place: 

| Hang Paphos, and Olympus-hall, 

I vote for CLoe's face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew, 
And gathering round the fair; 

As ſwarming bees on flowers do, 
They ſettl'd here and there: 

Some on her lips, her noſe, her chin, 

6! A ſcore on either cheek ; 
x While fifty to her eyes went in, 

To play at hide and ſeek, 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile 
The wranglers to have heard; 

For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho? each his own preſer'd; 

Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell in CLoe's breaſt, 

And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
Whoſe ſtation's now the beſt ? 


S O N G 441. Thelilly of the vale. 
HE fragrant lilly of the vale 
So elegantly fair, 


Whoſe ſweets perfume each fanning gale, | 
To Cros I compare, 


What 


11 


What tho' on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide, 

Its ſwoetneſs far outvies the roſe 
That fiants with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly lip owes its hue 
To many a gaudy ſtain: 

In this we view the virgin white 
Ot innocence remain. 


See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head, 

And to pre'crve the charming flow'r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each moceſt grace; 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely face. 


But pray my CLot now obſerve, 
The inference of my tale; 

KRlay I the floriſt be, and thou. 
My Lilly of the Yale, 


SONG 442 Winter. 


DIEU you groves, adicu ye plains, 
All nature mourning lies; 
See gloomy clouds, and thick'ning rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies : 
See from afar th' impending ſtorm 
With ſullen haſte appear ; 
See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No 
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No more the lambs with gameſome bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd fight; 

No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or ſylvan ſcenes delight: 

Thus ZEPHALIRDA, much lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; 

The roſe mult droop, the lilly fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail, 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 
May riſe on active wing; 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving ſpring : 

But youth, my fair, ſees no return; 
The pleaſing bubble's o'er, 

In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear girl, that time improve 
Which art can ne'er regain, 

In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain : 

So ſhall life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene ; 

Tho' Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


SONG 443. Spring: An Ode. 


| bg Winter limps away, 

Now youthful Spring all trim and gay, 
Comes tripping o'er the ſunny plain, 

With health and pleaſure in her train : 

She comes, and lo! where e'er ſhe treads, 
Soft cowſlips lift their velvet heads, 


With 
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With ſnow-drops white, and vi'lets blue, 
And flow'rs of ev'ry leaf and hue. 


Hail! ſmiling ſeaſon, woo'd by thee, 
Town has no longer charms for me ; 
Seated with folly, ſmoak, and noiſe, 
I pant for calmer, purer joys, 
Lead me ſome rural genius, where, 
The wanton, cool, and balmy air, 
Freſh breathing from hill, mead, and prove, 
Inſpires feſtivity and love. 


j 
1 


Thrice happy man, whoſe friendly fate 
Affords a pleaſant country ſeat; 
Secure retirement, and defence, ! 
From bus'neſs and impertinence. 
There, he may ſtretch beneath the ſhade, 
For eaſe and contemplation made, 
And neither ſpy nor whiſp'rer near, 
Enjoy the beauties of the year. 


* D 4 
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Al the Songs inthe Maſque g CO MUS: 
| By MILTON. 


SONG 444. 


| OW Pnozsus ſinketh in the weſt, 
| Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
| Midnight ſhout, and revelry, | 
Tipſy dance and jollity : 
Braid your locks with roſy twine 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
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Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And advice with ſcrup'lous head, 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber he. 


SONG 445. 
Y dimpled brook, and fountain brim, ' 
The wood-nymphs deck'd with daifies trim, 


Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep : 
What has night to do with ſleep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove ; 
Venus now wakes and wakens love : 
Come, let our rites begin ; 

Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


$:ONG 446: 


\ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 
We follow ſweet variety, 
By turns we drink, and dance, and ling, 
Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 
No dull tinting hour we own; 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


SONG 447. 


Y the gayly circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes pals ; 
By the hollow caſk are told 
How the waining night grows old, 
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Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play. 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care! 'twas made for you. 


SONG 448. 


WEET echo, ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By ſlow meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well: 


Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeft thy NARcIissus are? 
O! if thou have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parly, daughter of the ſphere; 
So mayſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all Heav'n's harmonics, 


SONG 449. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comvs receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports, that beauty can give; 


The bowl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 


And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave; 


Love and wine give, ye Gods! or take back what u 
gave. | 
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Amway, away, AA, | | 
To Couus court repair; | 

There night out-ſhines the day, 1 
There yields the melting Fair. 


SONG 450. 1 


AME”s an echo, pratling double, 
An empty, airy, glittering bubble, 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can ſink it, 1 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it. 


Why then, why ſuch toil and pain 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain ? | 
Like her ſiſter, fortune, blind, 1 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 0 | 
And the worſt her favour find. 


SONG 451. 


FOULD you taſte the. noon-tide air ? 
To yon fragrant bower repair, 

Where woven with the poplar bough 

'The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes | 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, | 
Sultry PHoeBus ſcorching round, | 


Round, the languid herds and ſheep 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep, 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone and in her arms, 
Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
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Till bleſs'd and bleſſing you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone, 


SONG 452. 


IVE, and love, enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care, 


Mind not what old dotards ſay, | 


Age has had his ſhare of play, 
But youth's ſport begins to day. 


From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let not ſcare-crow virtue fright. 
Here in pleaſure's vineyard we | 


Rove like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free, 


SONG 453. 


OME, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here, 

No domeſtick jealous jars, 

Buzzing flanders, wordy wars, 

In my preſence will appear, 

Love and harmony reign here. 


Sighs to amorous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 

All the woes you need to fear, 
Love and harmony reign here. 
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SONG 454. 


OW gentle was my Dauox's air! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 
His voice was like the nightingale's ; 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales. 

ö How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ? 


And yet that cruel taſk is mine! 


SONG 455. 


N every hill, in every grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſly cave I fly, 

Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browſing goats to ſpy, 

As o'er the airy ſteep they hung, 
The moſly cave, the goats remain, 

But Da Mo there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro' the rambling vale I paſs, 
And ſigh to ſee the well known ſhade, 
I weep, and kiſs the bended graſs, | 
| Where love and Damon fondly play'd. 
he vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
; But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
| Groves flocks and fountains pleaſe no more, 
NES Each flower in pity droops it's head, 
* All nature does my loſs deplore. 
N 
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All, all reproach the faitflefs'ſwain, 
Yet Damon ftill I feek in vain. 


8 ON G 456. 


: OVE, the greateſt bliſs below, 
How to taſte few women. know, 
Fewer ſtill the way have hit 
How a fickle ſwain to quit. 
Simple nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat inconſtancy. 


SONG 457. 


"E HE wanton god, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts, 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewel lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If J am ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſc, 
L love them much, but more my eaſe; 
Nor jealou« fears my love moleit, 
Nor faithleſs vews ſhall break my reſt. 


Why ſhou'd they e'er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain? 
All I hope of mortal man, - 
Is to love me —whilſt he can. 


8 ON 
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SONG 458. 


OR on beds of fading flowers, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bowers, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide. 


On awful virtue's hill ſublime, 
Enthroned ſits th* immortal fair; 

Who wins her height, muſt patient climb, 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care. 


; So from the firſt did Jove ordain, 
| Eternal bliſs for traukent pain, 


S ON G 459. 


REACH not to me your muſty rules, 
| You drones, that mould in idle cell; 
The hea:t is wiſer than the ſchools, 
Tae ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 
To paſs a ſingle pleaſure by; 
An hour is long, if loſt in care, 


They only live, who life erjoy. 


SONG 469. 


E Fauns and ye Dryads, from hill, dale, and grove, 
Trip, trip it along, conducted by Love: 
| Iswiftly reſort to Couus' gay court, 
And in various meaſures ſhew Love's various ſport, 


N N 2 SONG 


Now, now with quick feet, the ground beat, beat, beat, 
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SONG 46r. 


TOW lighter and gayer, ye tinkling firings found, 
Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound. 


Now, now, &c. 


Now cold and denying, 
Now kind and complying, 
Diſdaining, complaining, 
Conſenting, repenting, : 
Indifference now feigning. 
Again with quick feet, the ground beat, beat, beat. 


SONG 4562. 


ABRINA fair, 
Liſten where thou art ſitting 

Under the glaſſy, cool, tranſlucent wave, 

In twiſted braids of lillies knitting 
The looſe train of thy amber-dropping hair; 

Liſten for dear honour's ſake, 

Goddeſs of the ſilver lake, 

Liſten and ſave. 


SONG 463. 


Y the ruſhy-fringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the ozier dank, 
My ſliding chariot ſtays, 
Thick-ſet with agat, and the azure ſheen 
Of Turkiſh blue, and em'rald green, 
That in the channel ſtrays, 
Whilſt from off the waters fleet 
Thus I ſet my printleſs feet, 
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O'er the cowſlip's velvet head, 
That bends not as I tread, 
: Gentle ſwain, at thy requeſt, 
ö Jam here. 


SONG 464. 


ODDESS dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charmed band 
| Of true virgin here diſtreſs'd, 
Thro' the force and thro? the wile, 
1 Of unbleſs'd enchanter vile. 


SONG 465. 


HEPHERD, 'tis my office beſt 
To help enſnared chaſtity : 

Brighteſt lady, look on me; 

Thus I ſprinkle on thy breaſt 
Drops, that from my fountain pure 
I have kept of precious cure; 
Thrice upon thy finger's tip, 
Thrice upon thy ruby'd lip; 
Next this marble venom'd ſeat, 
Smear'd with gums of glutinous heat, 
g I touch with chaſte palms moiſt and cold: 
| Now the ſpell hath loſt his hold, 
And I muſt haſte, e' er morning-hour, 
To wait in Aur nir RITE's bower, 


SONG 466. 


AUGHT by virtue you may climb 
- Higher than the ſphery chime : 


. „ 
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Or, if virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itſelf would ſtoop to her. 


End of the Songs in the Maſjue of COMUs, 


A 


* 


SONG 467. PRC OY WVNN᷑. 


HE poe's in conſcience have teiz'd us too long 

With Pr1LL1s and CLoz in every ſong ; 
Quite tir'd of ſach nonſenſe, new themes I begin, 
And ſing of the beauties of ſweet PC Wrnnr, 


They tell us of Venus and Juno of old, 
Put one was a j'it, and the other a ſcold ; 
To ſuch naughty goddeſſes nothing a kin, 
Is gentle, and modeſt, and ſweet PRO OT Wryxxr, 


A thouſand times Cue1p has ſtrove to inſnare, 
And make me an amorous ſlave to the fair; 
But never could get me entrapt in his gin, 
Till baited at laſt with my dear Pecoy Wrynxr. 


That zephirs are ſoft, and are ſweet J muſt own, 
And lillies and roſes are pretty when blown; 
But mitch'd with her breath, or compar'd with her ſkir, 
Believe me, they're nothing to dear PEGGY WyNxE. 


Should fortune think proper to better my fate, 
And make me a lord, with a noble eſtate ; 
For all her fine favours I'd not give a pin, 
Unleſs ſhe'd beſtow on me ſweet PRCGY WTINXE. 


All charms ſhe poſſeſſes, ſhape, features, and ſize, 
And then ſuch a tempting dear look with her eyes; 
Well, Heav'n forgive us, if wiſhing's a fin, 


hen we gaze on the beauties of ſweet PEG Y W rx 
Whenweg So x ol 
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SONG 468. The Shepherd. 


O more the feſtive train Tl join, 
Adieu, ye rural ſports, adieu; 
For what, alas! has griefs like mine, 
With paſtimes, or delights, to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleafures prove, - 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


Ah well a day! how chang'd am I ? 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed ; 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by, 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed. 

But now my ſtrains no longer move, 

They're dif.ord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhoin they ſtray, nor mark'd by me. 
The ſhepherd's muſe to ſee them rove, 
'They aſk the cauſe, I anſwer love. 


Neglected love-firſt taught my eyes, 
With tears of -anguiſh to &'erflow ; 

"Twas that which fill'd my breaſt with ſighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe. 

Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 

Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


SONG 46g. The Shepherdeſs. 
1 Seek my ſhepherd gone aſtray, 

He left our cot the other day; 
Tell me ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel thro? your plains, 
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Oh! 
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Oh! whither, whither muſt I roam, 
To find and charm the wand'rer home. 


Sports he upon the ſheaven green, 
Or joys he in the mountain ſcene; 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the eooler ſhade ? 
Oh! teach a wretched nymph the way, x 
To find her lover gone aſtray. | 


To paint, ye maids, my truant fwain 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien ; 
Apon1s was not half ſo fair, 

And when he talks 'tis Heav'n to hear. 
But oh ! the ſaothing poiſon ſhun ; 
To liſten is to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame, 
To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame; 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 


Who gave my heart an eaſy prize 

And when he tun'd his ſyren voice, _ | 

Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. ? ; 
But ſated now he ſhuns the kiſs, : 


He counted once his greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant, and die for his return, 

Oh ! whither, whather ſhall I rove, 


Again to find my ſtraying love. 


SONG 470. The Reproof: to Miſs Len 
Gokk. By Gorces EpmonD HOWARD, E,. 


HY, LeTTy why, theſe needleſs arts, 
Sufficient o'er your ſubjeR hearts, 


l 


Is nature's guileſs reign; 

I grieve, behind that angel's face 

(So fraught with innocence and grace) 
To find a thought that's vain. 
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The pendant trembling at your ear, 

Was plac'd but as a foil I fear, 

Beneath your brighter eye; 

The pearls around your neck, with thofe 
Which your balm breathing lips difcloſe, 
Were never meant to-vie. 


The lilly rais'd to be diſgrac'd, 

With equal inſult too was plac'd, 

Its whiteneſs to deride ; 

The roſe that in your boſom lies, 

Withers, o'erpower'd with ſweets, and dies, 
A victim to your pride. 


| And yet had your attire been plain, 

* We equally might deem it vain, 

* And proudly meant to ſhew, 

* How much your native charms contemn 
All ornaments that dreſs, or gem, 

Or any arts beſtow. 


SONG 47z. Thank you for nothing. 


O NE morning young Roc kx accoſted me thus, 
Come here pretty maiden and give me a buſs! 
Lord, fellow! ſays I, mind your plough and your cart! 
ves I thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


Well, then to be ſure he grew civil enough ; 
He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff; 
| N 5 | I took 
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I took it I own, yet had ſtill ſo much art, 
To cry thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


He faid, if ſo be, he might make me his wiſe ; 
Good lord, I was never fo daſh'd in my life; 
Yet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart, 
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Soon aſter, however, he gain'd my conſent, 
And with him one Sunday to chapel I went; 
But faid *twas my goodneſs, more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my heart, 


The parſon cry'd, child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of honour, of love, and obey; 
But faith when his reverence came to that part, 
There I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtocking woe 
throw ; 
I muſt not tell tales, but I know what I 8 
Young RoceR confeſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And I thank him for ſomething with all my heart, 


SON @& 472. MvRa's Ih. 


F it be true celeſtial powers, 
That you have form'd me fair, 
And yet in all my vaineſt hours, 
My mind has been my care. 


J in return do aſk this grace, 

As you were ever kind, 
What envious time takes from my face, 
Beſtow upon my mind, 
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SONG 473. Chaiſe marine: by an Menn 


Y deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; 

And all my care, in peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee, 

When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, 

Then you my queen, in Chaiſe Marine 
Shall move like queen of love. 


Your love I prize, beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 

Would'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In humble baggage car : 

For happineſs, tho?” in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen, 

And pride in coach, has more reproach, - 
Than love in Chaiſe Marine. 


Oh do not hold your love in gold, 

Nor ſet your heart on gain, 

Behold the great with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 

In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee, 

And ev'ry day, I get my pay, 
And ſpend it mernly. 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's ſlaves, 
Who lead ignoble lives, 

Nor deign to ſmile on men fo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 

For Britain's right, and you we fight, 
And ev'ry ill defy, 

Should but the ſair reward At care, 
With love and con anche, 
« J ” — 
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If ſighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can't win your harden'd heart, 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part, 

With fife and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, 

Then don't think mean, of Chaiſe Marine, 
*T1s love's triumphant car. 


SONG 474. Features for't. 


OUNG SmarrT, who prince of coxcombs ſhine;, 
Firſt teized me with his flames and darts, 
With tender looks and am'rous whines, 
Piercing arrows, bleeding hearts : 
He talk'd of Curips in my eyes, 
By flatt'ring nonſenſe made his court, 
And hop'd to win me by ſurprize, 
But yet he wanted features for't. 


Old Gi us next of ſordid mold, 
Unluckily my charms enſlav'd ; 

He placed his merit in his gold, 
And boaſted what vaſt ſums he'd ſav'd; 

He coughing, begg'd I'd hear his vows, 
And not his doa'ing paſſion thwart ; 

I told him he ſhould be my ſpouſe, 

But that—he had not features for't. 


A ruſtic. whom the ecchoing horn 
Each morning lead o'er hill and dale, 
Implor'd me not to ſhe my ſcorn, 
But liſten to his love-fick tale; 
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Of horſes, huntſmen, dogs and game, 
He made a notable report, 

Yet ne'er inſpir'd a mutual flame, 
For he had not the features for't. 


Adorn'd with honour, truth and ſenſe, ' 
LorENzZO laſt his ſuit addreſs'd; 

My heart ſtraight own'd his influence, 
And all his matchleſs worth confeſs'd ; 

With him the nuptial bed PI ſhare, 
While little loves around us ſport, 

Heav'n form'd him ſure to pleaſe the fair, 
For he——has all the features for't. 


SONG 475. 


E woods and ye mountains unknown, 
Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows I ſtray, 

To the breaſt of my charmer alone, 

Theſe fighs bid ſweet eccho convey : 
Wherever he penſively leans, 

By fountain, on hill, or in grove, 
His heart will explain what ſhe means, 
Who ſings both from ſorrow and love. 


More ſad than the Nightingale's ſong, — 
Oh waft the known ſound to his ear, 

And ſay, tho? divided ſo long, 
The friend of his boſom is near. 

Then tell him what ſcenes of delight, 
Then tell him what ages of pain, 

I felt while I liv'd in his fight, 

I feel till I ſee him again. 


SONG 
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SONG 476. In SHAKESPEAR's Midſummer. 
| Night's Dream. 


| 7 E ſpottled ſnakes with double tongue, 
| . Thorny hedge-hogs be not ſeen, 
Þ Newts and blindworms do no wrong, 
Come not near the fairy-queen : 
Pr1LOMEL. with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby ;. 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby ; 
Neither harm, nor ſpell nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
So good night with lullaby. 
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Weavering ſpiders come not here, 
Hence ye long legg'd ſpinners, hence; 
Beetles black approach not near, 
Worm nor ſnail do no offence. 
Hence, away ; now all is well : 
Once aloof ſtand centinel. 
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SONG 477. In SHAKESPEAR's Midſummer- | 4 
Night's Dream. 

OW until the break of day, | 

Through this houſe each fairy ſtray. 
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j To the beſt bride-bed will we, | 
[| Which by us ſhall bleſſed be: 
i And the iſſue there create, l 
| Ever ſhall be fortunate ; 
So ſhall all the couples three, mn 
Ever true in loving be: B 


And the blots of nature's hand 
| Shall not 1n their iſſue ſtand ; 
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Never mole, hare-lip, nor ſcar, 
Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are 
Deſpiſed in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew conſecrate, 
Every fairy take his gate, 

And each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
Through this palace, with ſweet peace. 
Ever ſhall it ſafely reſt, 

And the owner of't be bleſt. 
Trip away then, make no ſtay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 


478. A FREE-Mason's S ON G. 


REAT JvuriTex took it one day in his head 
To ſend forth a meſſenger, as it is ſaid, 

To ſearch every place, and to ſtrictly enquire 

Where the goddeſs Fidelity choſe to retire. 

Derry down, down, hey, derry down, 


Nimble Mercury ſtraight as a meſſenger dreſt. 
A punctual obedience to orders expreſs'd ; 
And promis'd great Jove he would certainly find 
Where ſhe was, if with deities, or with mankind. 


Then down flew the god to fam'd CY THERA“s grove, 
In hopes of ſome news from the young god of love; 
Who at firſt could not tell how to make a reply, 

But at laſt told the truth, tho' accuſtom'd to lie. 


I'm ignorant, faith, faid the little arch urchin, 
What place for Fidelity you muſt go ſearch in; 
But am vaſtly ſurpris'd you ſhould think here to find her, 
When you know that my mother and I never mind her. 


This 
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This anſwer not ſuiting at all to his taſte, 
Away then to HYmen does Mexcuxy haſte : 
But what ignorance here did he ſhew of mankind, 
To imagine Fidelity there he ſhou'd find. 


Again diſappointed, he made no long ſtay, 
But with all expedition continued his way : 
Yet thought that perhaps it might anſwer his ends, 
If enquiry he made of the goddeſs of friends. 


But vain were his hopes in his ſearch here likewiſe, 
For his hoſteſs, thus anſwer'd, with tears in her eyes; 
Alas! honeſt friend, this goddeſs ſo dear, 

For whom you enquire, is ſeldom ſeen here. 


In one only place you can find her on earth. 
So haſten away to the ſons of true mirth, 
To a lodge of Free-maſons immediate repair, 
And no manner of doubt but you'll meet with her there, 


SONG 479. 
Serva Briſcis niveo colore 
Movit Acbillem. 


OW oft” have I curs'd the ſad day 

That I joined at the Lion my troop, 
What a fool to ſuch whims to give way 
And run mad for the chamber-maid Porz. 


They ſay that my viſage looks wan, 

Like a mourner I languiſk and mope, 
And I'm reckon'd the moſt alter'd man 

In the world, fince I ſaw Parry Port. 


To 
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To the girls that go gadding, adieu, 


Farewell to ye wives that elope, 
My heart never meant to be true 
Till *twas fix'd by my fair Par TY Pope, 


Of the Medicis Venus I've ſeen, 


Of the graces the Vatican groupe, 
Ye loves! how leſs winning's their mien 


Than the air of my ſweet Par TY Poee, 


Each bloſſom that blows on the trees, 
Each flow'ret that paints the green ſlope, 
From her ſmiles ſtole its power to pleaſe 
And its bloom from the bluſh of my Por. 


I wrote t'other day to a friend, 


(Let me hang like a dog in a rope) 
Inſtead of yours, Jack, 
If I did not ſubſcribe PaTTy Pore. 


at the end, 


Her eyes like Olympus are blue, 
With Juxo's her treſſes may cope, 

The pencil of Hupson near drew 
A form ſo celeſtial as Pope. 


She's ſure the firſt toaſt of the ſkies 
When bumpers of Nectar they tope, 
For Venus had ne'er got the prize 


If young Par1s had ſeen Par TY Pore, 


Let the prelare who bears my love's name, 
In religion's dark myſteries grope, 

His indulgencies all I diſclaim 
For indulgence to love PaTTY Pops, 
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Tho? her virtue ſhou!d bid me deſpair, 
Yet her kindneſs ſoft whiſp rs me——hope, 
And the muſe whiſpers louder ne'er ſpare 
Chaſte endeavours to conquer your Por, 


See! ſhe comes like the May full of charms, 
To crown with poſſeſſion my hope, 

Peace and plenty ſhe brings to my arms, 
O! my dear, —my divine Parry Pops, 


SONG 480. An imitation of the foregoing. Tune 
Ye ſwains that are courting a maid. 


T Acton, the George is the ſign, 
An inn that I'm frequently at, 
Lives a giil dreſſes neat, -tho? not fine, 
The ſweet pretty chambermaid Par, 
To praiſe her, ye poets divine! 
Your verſes would even ſeem flat, 
How bold this attempt then of mine ?. 
To deſcribe all the beauties of Par, 


Howe'er [ll purſue the ſweet theme; 
Tho? you ſay of my verſe this and that; 
Since to me 'twill be pleaſure extreme, 
If approv'd by my dear pretty PaT: 
At a fimile too I will ſtrive, 
Tho? as dull and grave as a cat: 
And believe me the ſweets of the hive; 
Cannot vie with the lips of my Par. 


When I ſay her cheek rivals the roſe, 
That her bair's black and ſleek as my hat, 
It does only my weakneſs expoſe, 
To compare ſuch poor things with my TOE : 
en 
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When I tell her her boſom's as white 
As any to ReynoLDd's Cer fat ; 
That her eyes are more piercing and bright, 
do not then flatter my Par, 


For may I be baulk'd of my ſport, 
And be worry'd and drown'd like a rat, 
If I think all the beauties at court, 
If undreſs'd, could compare with my Par, 
Since ſhe's neither too ſhort, nor too tall, 
Not is ſhe too lean or too fat; 
But exactly proportion'd in all, 
Is the form ot my dear pretty Par. 


In the coldeſt of Winter's cold nights, 
Uacloath'd on a wet dirty mat, 

I would lie to obtain the delights, 
'That can be diſputed by my Par. 

And, ye lovers of cricket! who play, 
And are dextrous at ball and at bat, 

How you'd ſtruggle a hot ſummer's day, 
If the prize were a night with my Par. 


And now I ſuppoſe you all gueſs, 
Ard think you all know what I'd be at, 

Why, honeſtly, faith, I confeſs, 
*Tis the love of my dear pretty Par : 

But ſhe proves to be virtuous as fair, 
Whatever the people may chat, 

Which, t'.o' in a chambermaid rare, 
Is ne'er the leſs true of my Par, 


— 2 


.* 
2 — - 2 - — 29 oa, * * P 4 2 
- —— * 1 * * — — — X . p 
ow — \ — - 2. — . = 
* > -——* xa 5 aw A, —— - — . ; ; 2 — — 

— — ow — — ” r —— — = — AM * . -4 . s 

- — _ — 5 — * Cy - - = 

= * r 1 3 — — « "4... 4 * 


2 


- _— 


5 — 4. 


L 308 J 


SONG 481. The whining lover. 


E Cron look with pity, 
On your faithful love-ſick ſwain, 


Hear, ah hear, this doleful ditty, 
And relieve his mighty pain. 


Find you muſick in his ſighing ? 
Can you ſee him in diſtreſs ? 
Witing, trembling, panting, dying! 
Vet afford no kind redreſs ! 
Love for love's the ſwain's ambition 
But if that 1s do med too great, 
Pity, pity, his condition, 
Say at leaſt, you do not heat, 


SONG 482. Blue-eyd ANN. 


wer the rough North forgets to how], 
And ocean's billows ceaſe to roll; 
When Lybian ſands are bound in froſt, 

And cold to Nova-Zembla's loſt ; 

When heav'nly bodies ceaſe to move, 

My blue-ey'd Ann I'll ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall flowers the meads adorn ; 
Nor ſweetneſs deck the roſy thorn ; 
Nor ſwelling buds proclaim the ſpring ; 
Nor parching heats the dog-ſtar bring; 
Nor laughing lillies paint the grove, 
When blue-ey'd Axx I ceaſe to love. 
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No more fhall joy in hope be found; 
Nor pleaſares dance their frolick round; 
Nor love's light god inhabit earth ; 

Nor beauty give the paſſion birth ; 


Nor heat to ſummer ſunſhine cleave, 


When blue-ey'd Nanny I deceive. 


When rolling ſeaſons ceaſe to change, 
Inconſtancy forgets to range ; 
When laviſh May no more ſhall bloom ; 
Nor gardens yield a rich perfume ; 
When nature from her ſphere ſhall ſtart, 
ll tear my Nanny from my heart. 


SONG 483. The hero fair. 


WAY with ſoft ſighs ! for our danger alarms ! 
Our country ſollicits our ſmiles to its aid ; 
Let our beauty inſpirit its vot'ries to arms, 
And heroes alone win the heart of the maid, 


Laſt month my dear Col ix, with tear ſwimming eyes, 
Preſs'd my hand, while he look'd a whole volume of 
woe; 
Ev'n then (for my heart never wore a diſguiſe) 
If you love me, ſaid I, go and conquer the foe! 


Go, and ruſh to the fight, go and conquer the foe ! 
Securing your country's, ſecure your own bliſs : 
Love ſhall nerve your bold arm, love ſhall proſper each 
blow ; 


And the ruin of France ſhall ſecure you a kiſs, 
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Go, then! he obey'd, reſolv'd not to ſtay, 
But preſt my lips firſt ; how elſe could we part ? 
I ſigh'd him ſucceſs, as the youth went away, 
For his worth had ſecur'd ev'ry wiſh of my heart, 


If by my example my ſex was inſpir'd, 
No nation would dare to provoke Britiſb rage; 
Our ſwains with true courage would always be fir'd, 
And our ſmiles create heroes in every age. 


SONG 484. Spring. 


HE primroſe now uprears its head, 
The yellow cowſlip paints the mead, 
The hyacinth and vi'let blue, 
In all their gatety xe view: 
Sec FLoRa all her treaſures bring, 
To deck the verdant lap of Spring. 


Ev'n Colin, as he homewards plods, 
Slow pacing o'er his kindred clods, 
Now whiſtles ſhrill a merrier note, 

And tunes to muſic his rough throat; 
And ſtrives in ruſtic Jays to ſing, 
And celebrate the gifts of Spring. 


Ye flow'rs that pleaſe the gazing eye, 
Whoſe charming bloom will quickly die, 
As CLoeg marks your ſwift decay, 
Thus to the maid this leſſon ſay ; 
Our charms returning ſeaſons bring, 
* But beauty has but one ſhort Spring.“ 


Haſte Z r HVR where the j ſs'mine grows; 
Go ſteal the perfume from the roſe; 


Rob 
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Rob ev'ry flower of ev'ry ſweet, 

Andi then my Cloe haſte to meet; 
In whiſpers tell how ſweet a thing 
Is love, in life's delightful Spring. 


Then Cotix as thou plod'ſt along, 
Be this the moral of thy ſong ; 
How ſoon the fleeting ſeaſons end, 
How Autumns fruits on Spring depends : 
Tell her to heed the truths you ſing, 
And make the moſt of life's ſhort Spring. 


SONG 485. Kitty, the Nonpareille 


F wars let other rhymers talk; 
With Frep'riek, FerDinand, and Haws, 
Fill each heroic ditty ; 


+ At diſtance from the bluſt'ring throng, 


All, all the burthen of my ſong, 
Shall be the name of Kir rx. 


When firſt I ſaw her on the plain, 
1 gaz'd, I lov'd, and told my pain, 

She ſigh'd, and ſeem'd te pity ; 
'Tis well the nymph that wounds, cau cure, 
Yes, my poor heart! or elſe I'm ſure 

*T were death to look on KiTTY, 


Ye taſteleſs flaves of paſſion, dwell 
On lady Di, and lady BELL, 


The great, the rich, the witty ; 
But l'll be hang'd, at play, at ball, 
If they, or any of them all, 


Can cope with blooming EIr Tv. 


That my Ixis may one day miſtake it for love. 


I'll ſwear, I applaud it, becauſe tis the beſt 4 
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When match'd with nature's die, how faint 
The fickly red and white of paint ! 

Can varniſh'd dolls be pretty ? 
Here art would nature but diſguiſe : 
Ah! what are di'monds to thine eyes, 


My dear, my charming KitTy. 


Go fortune, with your favours ſport, 
Throw titles to the dogs at court, 
Give money in the city ; 
But think not ſo to cozen me, 
I'm wiſer, and will never be 
Content with leſs than Kir rv. 


SONG 486. IaIs, 


F the ſweet name of love, my fair Ix is afright, 
PII pretend *tis in friendſhip I doat on her ſight; 
But the friendſhip ſo warm, and ſo tender will prove, 


When I gaze on her eyes, or am charm'd with her 
| hair, 
P11 fay *tis with pride that my friend is ſo fair; 
But the pride with ſuch tranſports my boſom will move, 
That my Ia is may fancy it flutters with love. 


When charm'd with her wit I repeat the gay jeſt, 


But the warmth of my praiſe ſhe may chance to reprovre, 
And ſay, *tis to ſhew ſhe deſerves I ſhould love. 3 


When I doat on her hand, as it ſtrikes the guittar, 
I' ſwear, 'tis the muſic tranſports me ſo far; 


But, alas! my fix'd eyes, ſhe may tell me, had ſtrove, 


To ſhew I would hide, my diſtraction and love. 


When 


e, 
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When I ſtand in amaze, her whole form to behold, 
And laugh at the Venus they figur'd of old; 
I'll fay 'tis all wonder, her dread to remove, 
But my Ix Is may fancy, alas! it is love. 


O fairer than Venus thy fears overcome, 
While ſcar'd like thy ſelf, I ſtand waiting my doom ; 
From that delicate terror ſome little abate ; 
For rather than fright thee, P11 ſwear *tis all hate, 


SONG 487. Friendſhip triumphant. 


OW cruel and hard is my caſe, 
Thus rack'd between friendſhip and love 
My CLoe poſſeſſes each grace, 
That 1s ſhar'd by the angels above: 
Her beauty an hermit might warm, 
The ſwan is excell'd by her mien; 
She has ſenſe that Minerva might charm, 
She's enchanting to hear aad be ſeen, 


Ye gods ! what delights ſhould I prove, 
(Since CLoe attends to my ſtrains) 
If my STREPHON, my friend, did not love, 
And of Cr o chaunt over the plains : 
But alas! if my CLoe I wed, 
My STRErHon's poor boſom *cwill rend, 
His body will mix with the dead, 
And I muſt ſurvive my dear friend. 


Then can I my STRErnoN deſtroy ! 
Or purchaſe my bliſs with his death! 
Or can I my C1 ox enjoy, 
When I've rob'd her adorer of breath! 
O No; 
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No ; rather than murder my friend, 
To STREPHON my love I'll refign ; 
And, tho' I'm approaching my end, 
That I've bleſs'd them I ne'er ſhall repine. 


SONG 488. Platonic lave. 


N vain my love you bid me ſtrive, 

To keep a famiſh'd flame alive: 
Unfed the ſtrongeſt flame wont burn, 
And love grows cold without return. 


The prude perverſe, or wither'd maid, 
Whoſe every bud of hope's decay'd, 
May flatter her deſpair to prove 
Th? illuſions of Platonic Love. 


Hear not their lore! 'tis all a cheat! 
Haſte ! haſte! that wiſdom comes too late, 
When barren winter ſtrips the plain, 

We look for ſummer's fruits in vain. 


In prudence then you muſt afford, 
Something beyond a look, or word, 
Elſe on itſelf, my love will prey, 
And die inſenſibly away. 


SONG 489. Miſs PoiLy ROE of Ga¹¹⁰ 


Ut vidi, ut perii, ut me malus abſtulit error ! A) 
Incipe Mænalios mecum, mea Tibia werſus, 
ViRrs. Pharmaceutri. 


A H! whence this impotence of mind? 
| A. Sure beauty, properly defin'd, 


WE 


To learning is a foe : 
My SwirTs and Ports neglected lie, 
Nor can BELIN DA now ſupply 

The place of PoLLy Rox. 


Young Pecs, with pendants, patches, puns, 
And eyes more ſparkling than the ſun's, 
Made ev*ry boſom glow : 
Such nymphs I priz'd for borrow'd charms, 
But felt the force of nature's arms 
From none but PoLLy Ros. 


What makes me ſhun that ſtudious laſs, 
Whoſe hand's employ'd before the glaſs, 
Love's gentle fires to blow? 
For ſuch vain things why ſhould I prieve, 
When all the grace of naked Eve 
Appears in Poi Roe ? 


What pains the cautious lover takes, 
Who ſtill purſues, yet ſeldom ſpeaks, 
His fair-one's mind to know! 
To find the ſecrets of her breaſt, 
In artleſs characters expreſs'd, 
I look on Pol L Rox. 


. On the ſmooth boſom of a ſlream, 

When brighten'd by the morning beam, 
We izc the ſkies below: 

Thus on her ace, as cryſtal clear, 

Eulighten'd by her eyes, appear 


a. 
| The thoughts of PolLyY Ros. 


As, from the ſun's enliv'ning glance, 
A thouſand miny!licg colours dance 
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Upon the ſhow'ry boy : 
Thus glows my face with am'rous dies, 
Whene'er I meet the radiant eyes 

Of charming PoLLy Rox. 


Some fine-ones, when by muſic ſpurr'd, 
Camboling wild, with airs abſurd 

Their uncooth geſtures ſhow : 
Well might we thank ſuch awkward rakes, 
Would they but ape the gentle freaks 

Of charming PorLy Roe, 


As from a flow'ry plant, when ſhook 
On the green margin of a brook, 
Its ſweeteit odours flow: 
Thus, wak'd by mirth, a thouſand graces, 
Unſcen betore, aſſume their places 
On charming PoLLy Roe, 


Let thoſe, whom coarſer nerves ſuſtain, 

O'er hill and dale, thro” rough and plain, 
Purſue the buunding doe: 

"Tis mine to chace a ſlender fair 

(Like DayaxE crown'd with golden hair,) 
'thechaiming PoLLyY Roe. 


For ancient lore, ſome ſtudious clowns, Bk 
Whoſe dreams are penſions, books and gowns, 
To foreign climates go: 
To me let none propoſe this taſk ; 
No proof of nature's force I aſk, 
But charming PoLLy Roe. 


> jm 0 
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Chuſe not a full-blown nymph for mate, I 


Who, ſick with more than ſolſtice-heat, 4 
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Will pant from top to toe : 
If to thy boſom thou canſt bring 
That beauteous emblem of the ſpring, 
The chaiming Polrx Roe. 


Had nature, now too careleſs grown, 
Each year the ſeeds of beauty ſown, 

Sure time would not be flow; 
Since fourteen ſummers could produce 
A plant ſo fair and fit for uſe, 


As charming PoLLy Roe! 


Such mercy claitus her tender age, 
Such bliſs to met a ſtubborn 1- ge, 
Her beau can beſtow : 
What mortal would ——oh ! wou:d nt ſtrain 
The links of virtue's go den cha: s, 
For charming PoLLy ROE? 


Once had I wiſh'd, and wiſh'd that fate 
Would grant a houſe and fair eſtate 
Beſide the Seine o Po: 
Now greater things my fancy fill, 
A moſs-grown cottage and a rill, 
V/ith charmivg PoLLy Rog. 


Since all our hopes of wealth or fame, 
Weeds fed from folly's bubbling ſtream, 
Death ſoon or late ſhall mow : 
Say, love! why ſhould thy ſlave refuſe 
To quit his int'reſt and his muſe, 
For charming PoLLy Rox ? 


Were marriage but a tranſient thing, 
Doom'd at the firſt approach of ſpring 
O 3 
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To melt away like ſnow ; 
What youthful bard would not ſuſpend 
His books, his bottle, and his friend, 

For charming PoiLy Rox ? 


Think not, my love! a grov'ling fire, 


Which, fed by nothing but deſire, 


Long abſence might o'erthrow : 
Whate'er thy fate, wed, prieve, or die, 
My ſoul {hall dwell upon thine eye, 

My charming PoLLyY Roe! 


In former days, when verſe had charms, 
Fo bleſs a beauteous mortal's arms 
The moon deſcended low: 
Now mine might ancient fame ſurpaſs, 
Could J ſeduce a brighter laſs, 
Her ſiſter Po.Ly Roe. 


In towns I ne'er can overcome; 

There nymphs, like bees, in cluſters hum 
About a rattling beau: 

Put here, tho? filently I view, 

Kind pity falls, like April-dew, 
From charming PoLLy Rox. 


Ah! what avails that tender tear ? 
Behold! our ſr'endly'ſt ſtars appear 
Regardieſs of our woe: 
Dullneſs ! to ſome fat clown of thine 
(So fortune wills) I muſt reſign 
My charming PoLLy Ros. 


What have I then for all I ſung ? 
When o'er my heart and tuneleſs tongue 
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The nodding weeds ſhall grow ; 
My abſent ſoul will be o'crjoy'd, 
That once her wit was well employ'd 

On charming PoLLy Roe. 


The following ſong, has appeared in Lindon as an original, 
ſet by Dr. ArNnE; <vbereas, it is only a tranſcript of a 
few werſes of the preceding ſong (POLLY Roe) with the 


be readily detected upon comparing the two ſongs. 


SONG 490. Nancy CROW, alias PoLLY Rox. 


H! whence this impotence of mind? 
Sure beauty, properly defin'd, 
To learning is a foe : 
My SwirTs and Ports neglected lie, 
Nor can BELIN DA now ſupply, 
The place of Nancy Crow, 


Let thoſe who wou'd the depths explore, 
Of modern wit, or ancient lore, 
To foreign climates go; 
To me, let none propoſe this taſk, 
No proof of nature's force I aſk, 
But charming Nancy Crow. 


Through the ſmooth ſurface of a ſtream, 
When brighten'd by the morning beam, 
4 We ſee the ſands below ; 
Thus in her face, as ſmooth, as clear, 
(Enlighten'd by her eyes) appear | 
'The thoughts of Nancy Crow. 


Had nature, now too careleſs grown, 
Each year the ſeeds of beauty ſown, 
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name, or burden, altered to CRow ; the plagiariſm may 
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Sure time would not be flow g 
Since fourteen ſummers could produce, 
A plant ſo fair, ſo fit for uſe, 

As charming Naxcy Crow, 


Alas! ſaid Flora with a tear, 
No more my roſes muſt appear, 
No more my lillies blow; 
For oh ! their boaſted red, and white, 
Their ſoftneſs, fragrance, all unite, 
In lovely Nancy Crow. 


Let thoſe whom coarſer nerves ſuſtain, 

O'er hills, and dales, through rough and plain, 
Purſue the bounding doe ; 

Tis mine to chace a ſprightly fair, 

(Like Dayune crown'd with golden hair,) 
Coy tempting Nancy Crow. 


SONG 491. Croe's Lay. 


HILANDER long had looſely rov'd, 
The tyrant of the fair; 
He Hfatter'd, ſigh'd, and fwore he lov'd, 
Yet all was but an air. 


Too many a tender female heart, 
Was taken in the ſnare, 

But glorying in his faithleſs art, 
He left them with an air, 


' At length the god of love enrag'd, 


At his in{uited ſway, 
Againſt his ſtudied airs engag'd, 
Young CLor's artleſs way. 


N. 
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Her cheeks no roſes bluſhing dye, 
No lillys ſnow diſplay ; 

No lightning flaſhes from her eye, 
But ſhe has ſuch a way, 


No brilliancy of pointed wit, 
Her eaſy words convey : 

What could his captious fancy hit, 
"Twas ſomething in her way. 


Thoſe charms of face and mind had fail'd, 
To make his heart obey ; 

But now it blindly yields, afla 
By CLoe's artleſs way. 


SONG 492. STREPHON and PHEABE. 


OUNG SrTe.=enon long doated on Paz the 
fair, 
* Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare ; 
But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 
| She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love. 


The beauties yu fancy, the fair one would ſay, 
Are charms of a moment and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded fo ſlightly can never prove true, 
The bloom diſappearing the paſſion dies too, 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain— 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever 1emain, 

Tho? age, lixe the winier, may blaſt thy fair prime, 
vet virtue, ſtill blooming, gains vigour by time. 


The ſtrength of my eyes, with your charms, will de- 
= cline, Wo 

. Nor gaze at a face that is vounger than thine, 
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While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preſerves thy dear image as bright as 'tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear PRE, each doubt and each feat, 


That make fancy'd evils like real appear, ( 
The ſwift flying moments with ardor improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. A 


Kind PnzBt aſſenting believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth, 
Tho' envious age may her beauty impair, 

Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. 


SONG 493. An Ode to Love. \ 


ARENT divine of Heav'nly love, \ 
Propitious to thy vo'try prove ; 

Thy facred influence impart, 8 

And teach me to diſcloſe my heart. Tn 


That its fond languiſhings diſplay'd, 
May gently move the pitying maid, 
And muſic's love-taught powers reveal, 
What fear forbids my tongue to tell. 


O!] let that pure, that living fire, 
Which warms my foul with ſoft deſire, 
In artleſs genuine truth expreſt, 

Raiſe equal ardors in her breaſt, 


Creep ſoftly thro' each tender part, 
And melt to ſympathy her heart ; 


So ſhall the grateful muſe repay, 
Thy pow'r, which firſt attun'd her lay. 


SONG 
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GONG 494. The Fellow Servant, or all in a livery. 
Sung in High Life below Stairs. 


OME here, fellow ſervant, and liſten to me, 
I'll ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior degree 
Are only dependants, no better than we. 


Cno. Both high and low in this do agree, 
'Tis here fellow ſervant, 
And there fillow ſervant, 
And all in a livery 


See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, 
Who bows to the great, and, if they ſmile, is bleſt; 
What is he? I faith, but a ſervant at beſt. 


Nature made all alike, no diſt inction ſhe craves, 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its knaves ; 
For we are all ſervants, but they are all ſlaves. 


The fat ſhining glutton, looks up to his ſhelf, 
The wrinkled lean miſer bows down to his pelt, 
And the curl-pated beau is a flave to himſelf. 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lips, and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in arms, 
Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere drudge to her charms, 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, ſing, and 
love ; 
And when ſick of one place, to another we'll move, 
For with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove. 


SONG 495. Love in low life, 


OUNG Jock he courted ſweet-Moss y ſo fair, 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair ; 


They 
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They hugg d and they cuddled, and talk with their eyes, 
And look'd as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent e'er dear Mo GG came to, 
For maidens a decency keep when they woo ; 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, 
And Jockey, he gave for a jointure his cow. 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kiſſing, and fondling until they came there; 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed, 
And Mod ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay, 
And none was ſo happy and gameſome as they ; 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind, 
For Jockey rode on and left Mo Gx behind. 


Surpriz'd at this treatment ſhe cried, . Gaffer Jock, 
« Pray what is the reaſon that Moc cy you mock ?” 
Quoth he, © gooſe, come on, why you now are my bride, 
« And when volk are wed they ſet fooling aſide.” 


He took home his Mo 66 good conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old barn, 
They laid in a ſtock, for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


SONG 496. 


HILE on my CoLin's knee I fit, 

Lui'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 
My panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats, 


1 figh 


1 


I ſigh with joy, that thou may'ſt ſee, 
I ſympathize in all— in all with thee. 


No matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke ; 
Who only barter love for love, 
The niceneſs of the paſſion prove: 
© For oft in gratitude we give, 
And ſometimes generouſly receive. 
Levell'd by love, let neither try 
To fix ſuperiority. 


Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, 


Of whether you or I love beſt. 
Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 


But jars the ſound, of harmony. 


SON G 497. The Reconcilement. 


OME let us now reſolve at laſt 
To live and love in quiet; 
We'll tie the kno: fo very faſt, 
That time ſhall ne'er unt ie it: 
The trueſt joys they ſeldom prove, 
Who free from quarrels live; 
*Tis the moſt tender part of love, 
Each other to forgive. 


When leaſt J ſeem'd concern'd I took 
No pleaſure nor no reſt ; 
And when I feign'd, an angry look, 
Alas, I lov'd you beſt: 
Own but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſt will be our fate; 
Oh! to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late, 
SONG 
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SON G 498. The men will romance. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play thinge 
aſide, 

Leonceir'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride ; 

By the men I was flatter'd my pride to enhance, 

For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd, 
Such a face and ſuch treſſes ſure ne'er were beheld ! 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance! 
Oh ! the maids will believe, and the men wil! romance. 


Young PoLYDoRE ſaw me one night at the ball, 
And ſwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 
On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance : 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


He conducted me home when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before; 
He ogled and ſigh'd as he ey'd me a aſkance: 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


Then day after day I his company had, 
At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad ; 
But my father lov'd money and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


But tho? my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 
My PoLyDoke ſwore he to wed me was willing; 
So to church we both went, and at night had a dance, 
And believe me my PoLYDORH did not romance. 


SONG 
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SONG 499. The diſtreſt lover. 


O more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid, 
A youth by love unhappy made: 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 

To ſoothe my care or eaſe my pain; 

Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flowers, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours ; 

When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, 

What pleaſure can a lover find ! 


Yet if indeed you wiſh to ſee, 
Your Damon till reſtor'd and free; 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornful CzL1a's ear: 
But oh! forbear with too much art, 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart ; 
Leſt rivals to my fears ye prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


SONG goo. The ignorant nymph. 


USD, I remember it well, 
To frown, and to piſh, and cry fie; 
When Damon his paſſion wou'd tell, 
But I cou'd not myſelf tell for why. 


Whenever we met on the plain, 
I always was prudiſh and ſhy ; 
ile'd kiſs me, and kiſs me again, 
Tho' I aſk'd him, he wou'd not tell why. 


„My breath was more ſweet than the air; 
] ſung like the warblers on high ;” 
His ſpeeches were pretty I ſwear, 
But he made them, I could not tell why. 


Ys 4 


Indeed, 
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Indeed, teazing ſhepherd, I cry'd, 
I know not your meaning, not If 
To ſpeak very gravely I try'd, 
But I laugh'd, tho” I cou'd not tell why. 


He ſtifled my laugh with a kiſs, 

And vow'd that for me he would die ; 
I thought if he did 'twere amiſ:, 

So ] beg'd he would tell me for why. 


Does PH1LLIs then pity, he cries, 
To church let us inftantly fly, 
I ſeem'd in a fort of ſurprize, 
But I went, tho? I knew not for why. 


*T was what he long wiſh'd to be at, 


I am glad on't, I cannot deny; 
We kiſs, and we play, and all that, 
And I love him, I need not tell why, 


All the Songs in the OPERA of ALFRED. 


SONG gor. 
HOUGH, to a deſeit iſle confin'd, 


In humble poverty we live ; 
The honeſt heart, the virtuous mind 
Are riches, ſplendor cannot give; 
Theſe hands, inur'd to daily toil, 
Can ſow the ground, can plow and reap, 
And ſhall improve the gen'rous ſoil, 
Thee and thy lovely babes to keep. 


* 
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SON G Fo. 


BSERVE the fragrant, bluſhing roſe 
Though from the humble vale it ſpring 3 
It ſmells as ſweet, as fair it blows, 
As in the garden of a king. 
So calm content as oft is found compleat, 
In the low cott, as in the lofty ſeat. 


SONG og. 


ESTRAIN th' impetuous glowing heat, 
That kindles in your face: 
So ſhall your vengeance work compleat, 
And ſoon effect th” intire defeat 
Of all the Daniſh race. 


SON G Fog. 


WIFT as light'ning from above, 
Darted by the hand of Jove, 
How the glowing hero flies ! 
Lov'd by Heav'n, the ſoldiers wonder, 
See, he breaks their ranks aſunder ! 
Is-Pzans rend the ſkies ! 


SONG Fos. 


E AR, AL RED, hear, 
Father of the ſtate, 
Thy genius Heav'n's high will declare: 
What proves the hero truly great, 
Is never to defpair. 


Duet. Thy hope awake, 
| Thy heart expand, 
; With 


* 
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With all its vigour, all its fires-: 
Ariſe, and ſave 
A ſinking land : 
Earth calls, and Heay'n inſpires. 


SONG Fos. 


TJ H E pilgrim thus benighted ſtrays, 
: Thro' deſarts wild, and pathleſs ways, 


Till on the barren ſands he treads : 

The night her baleful influence ſheds : 
No friendly ſtar to guide : 

He hears the diſtant ocean roar, 

And fain would haſten to the ſhore ; 

But dreads the quick-ſands horrid death, 

And here muſt ſoon reſign his breath, 
O'er-born by th' ſwelling tide. 


At laſt, a dawning ray of light, 
From th' eaſt, accoſts his raviſh'd fight, 
And faintly ſhews a fertile plain, | 
Made verdant by refreſhing rain : 
Thither he ſwiftly flies. 
Safe on the ſtrand, purſues his way; 
Bleſſes the ſun's enliv'ning ray; 
And at the view of riſing hill, 
Of flow'ry vale, or purling rill, 
Is loſt in ſweet ſurprize. 


SONG Foy. 


WEET valley, ſay, where penſive lying; 
For me, our children, England ſighing, 


The 
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The beſt of mortals leans his head. 
ve fountains, dimpled by my ſorrow, 
Ye brooks, that my complaining borrow, 
O lead me to his lonely bed : 
Or if my loyer 
Deep woods ye cover, 
Ah! whiſper, where your ſhadows round him ſpread. 


SONG 508. 


W H M beats my heart with ſuch devotion? 
Why ſwim my eyes, when you are near ; 
'Tis love that gives the buſy motion ; 

Iis joy that drops the falling tear. 


SONG Fog. 


H, how ſweet the faithful ſigh! 
Oh, how bright the tender eye ! 
Oh, the matchleſs bliſs, the charms, 
Circled in a lover's arms ! 


SONG 510. 


UR gracious monarch, ſunk with grief, 
To a wild, defart ifle retir'd, 
Loſt to all comfort and relief, 
Except that hope by Heay'n inſpit'd. 
How will his heart exulting bound, 
When to his ſcarce believing ſight, 
I bring the few in arms renown'd, 


Who dar'd to yindicate his right. 
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SONG 516. 


NGELS with level wing deſcend, 
This noble hero to defend; 
Preſerve him from each hoſtile ſnare, 
And ſhew that virtue is your care. 


| SONG 517. 
W .* fought. we have conquer'd and England 


once more, 
Shall flouriſh in fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before; 
Our fears are all fled, with our enemies lain, 
Could they riſe up a new, we wou'd ſlay them again. 


His monarch to ſerve, or to do himſelf right, 
No Engliſhman yet, ever flinch'd from the fight ; 
For why ! neighbours all, we are free as the king, 
"Tis that makes us brave, and 'tis that makes us ſing, 
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Our prince too, for this may be thankful to fate, 
It is in ou freedom, he finds himſelf great, 
No force can be wanting, nor meaner court arts, 
He's maſter of all, who will reign in our hearts. 


Should rebels within, or ſhould foes from without, 
Bring the crown on his head, or his honour in doubt ; 
We are ready —ſtill ready—and boldly foretell, 

That conqueſt ſhall ever with liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth, as the crown of our labour, 
Much wine and good cheer, with the pipe and the tabor : 
Let our nymphs all be kind, and our ſhepherds be gay, 
For England, Old England, is happy to day. 


SONG 
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SONG 518, 


FF thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed 

The new-mown hay, and breathing flow'r, 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte by wanton art; 

They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart. 


If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt , 
With wholeſome cups, they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt. 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 

Gay dancing on the daizy'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendour of a court ; 

Yet love adorns the merry round. 


SONG. 519. 


EMMA. RISE, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this iſle adorn, 


For long as ſhepherds ſport and play, 
This, this ſhall be a holiday. 


r PO RO „ 1 -—S a ae) 


Errxu., The morn appears, a roſy hue 
Peeps over yonder eaſtern blue: 
Come, let us dance in trim array, 


And grateful keep this holiday. 


EMMA, Each nymph be like the bluſhing mora, 
That gayly brightens o'er the lawn. 
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Each ſhepherd, like the ſun be gay, 
And frolick out this holiday. 


ELTxvu. Come, all ye honeſt Britiſh ſouls, 
Let love and honour crown your bowls ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, and ſport and play, 
This ſource of many a holiday. 


SONG 520. 
HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'ns con 


mand, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain. 


ALFRED. 


Choras. Rule, Britannia, rule the wawes ; 
Britons never will be flaves. 


ELrRUu. The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall: 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and free, 
| The dread and envy of them all. 


ALFRED. Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke: 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 


Serves but to root thy native oak. 


ELTxuv., Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy generous flame ; 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 


ALFA 


. 


Arto. To thee belongs the rural reign ; 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And every ſhore it circles, thine. 


Elrzu. The muſes till with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair ; 
Bleſt iſle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 


And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
End of the Songs in the Opera of ALFRED. 


SONG Fat. 


NAY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the plain; 
{ d hear his ſoft tale, then declare twas amiſs, 
| And I'd often ſay no. hen I long'd to ſay yes. 


N Laſt VaLEnTINE's day, to our cottage he came, 
; And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 

Oh take theſe !' he cry'd, thou more fair than their fleece, 
| I could hardly ſay no, tho' aſham'd to * yes. 


con after, one noon as we fat in the grove, 
Hie preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his love; 3 
hen tenderly aſk'd if I'd grant him a kiſs, 


W defign'd to've ſaid no,—but miſtook, and ſaid yes. 


At this with delight his heart danc'd in his breaſt, 
Fe gods, he cry'd, CLoe will now make me bleſt; 
ome let's to the church and ſhare conjugal blifs, } 


ö o prevent being teaz'd,— 1 was forc'd to ſay yes. 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my lie, 6 


ne er was ſo happy as ſince Im a wife; 
P Then 
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Then take ye young damſels my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old m if you will not ſay yes 


8 ON 522. The Nun. 


8 a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 

But mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a nun. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry ? 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better, to me, I declare ; 
Jean keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay, beſides, I'm too handfome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love, nor belov'd, oh I never can bear 
Nor yield to be ſent to——one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one, 

Nay I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo ; 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay. no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that 1 mayn't be a nun. 


SONG 523. Crok's Kiſſes. 


EAR CL o R, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 


Who for your ſake alone thinks life worth his care, 
Whom once if you frown on, muſt die in deſpair. 


By their luſtre inflam'd I could hardly believe, 
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I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear CLoe, be kind; 


For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers T'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields ; 

Count how many ſtars are in Heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 

And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I till ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which dear CLoe, is thine ; 

In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, - 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 

What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 

But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 


SON G 524. Lovely Nancy. 


OW can you, lovely Nancy, thus cruelly flight - 
A lover, who's wretched when banifſh'd your ſight ? 


If you meant thus to torture, ah why did your eyes, 
Once expreſs ſo much ſoftneſs, and ſweetly ſurpriſe ; 


A language ſo artleſs was meant to deceive. 
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But, alas! like the pilgrim bewilder'd in night, 
Who ſees a falſe ſplendor at diſtance invite, 
O'erjoy'd haſtens on, purſues it and dies; 

A like fate attends me when away Nancy flies. 


Then faireſt, but cruel, conſider that love, 
Will, like ſickneſs neglected, more deſperate prove; 
That your heart may relent, I implore the kind pow'r:, 
Since I'm conſtant as yours, be not fickle as ours. 


SONG 525. Col ix and Jexvy. 


ColIN. 


8 dew to the ſpring, or the flow'r to the bee, 
So welcome ſo pleaſing is IE NV to me. 
Thy abſence has ſeem'd like a long winter's night, 
'Thy preſence reſtores me to warmth and to light. 


Jenny. 


Dear CoLin ftand off, for Pm quite out of breath, 
I met the young ſquire who has teaz'd me to death; 
He kiſs'd me and preſs'd me, then ſtrok'd up my hair, 
And ſwore in the village that none was ſo fair. 


c CoLin. 


| Laſt night at the wake that was kept in yon' vale, 
Briſk MoLLy would treat me with cakes and with ale; 
She gave me theſe ribbons I wear in my hat, 

And a kiſs in the bargain, what think you of that ? 


Ein _ Jenny, 
You'll pardon my doubts, but admit this were true, 
Where you had one kiſs, Pm ſure'T had two; 


Beſide 
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Beſides a fair promiſe, if I would be kind, 
Of ſuch pretty things, that I'm halt in the mind. 


CoLIx. 


O Je xxx, thy words have ſtruck deep to my heart, 
Adieu, fickle gitl, let us inſtantly part; 

And better that Co LIN ſhould fly from the net, 

Then ſtay to be trap'd by a jilt and * 


' 
Je x vr. 

Recall, my dear CoLin, this ſentence ſevere, 
For Je v but try'd if thy love was ſincere ; 
From guilty enjoyments no pleaſure can ſpring, 
And Jenny for thee would look down on a king. 


: Both. 

Away racking doubt, needleſs fear, falſe ſurmiſe, 
3 Ye heart wounding thoughts that from jealouſy riſe ; 
Pai air truth ſhall the cloud of ſuſpicion temove, 

A \nd brighten the ſunſhine of virtue and loye. 


SONG 526. CELra's Complaint. 


HAT ſadneſs reigns over the plain, 
How droops the ſweet flow'rets around, 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain, 
| How filent each muſical ſound : 

; No more the ſoft lute in the bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool ev'nings away, 
Sad fighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeen ; 
"Twas he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green. 
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At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we, 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year, 
Is joyleſs, as joyleſs can be, 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ; 

No juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up ſuch terrible arms. 

Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life and of limb; 

The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where e'er the adventurer goes, 
On land, or the dangerous main, 
Kind Heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to CeL1a again. 
Oh! give him to CELIA again, 
My truelove ia ſafety reſtore ; 


I! n ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 


From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG 527. Upon my Honour. 


HE flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And ſcreen'd the paſlion long ; 

A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 

But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue : 
At length I told the deareſt maid, 

My heart was fix'd upon her ; 
But think not I can love, ſhe faid, 

Not I, uport my honour. 


The 
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The heart that once is roving caught, 


The prudent nymphs diſtruſt; 
And muſt it for a youthful fault, 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt: 
So CEL1a judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bade me ſtill to ſhun her; 
Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 
It won't, upon my honour. 


Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 
I with a ſigh confeſs ; 


But thou, who canſt the rake reclaim, 


My new-born paſſion bleſs : 
Had ev'ry nymph like Ce LIA prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; 


On thee, bright maid, thou beſt beloy'd, 
I doat, upon my honour. 


A while the fair my ſuit repreſt, 
My conſtancy to prove; 

Then with a bluſh, conſent expreſt, 
And bleſt me with her love: 

To church I led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my honour, 


Fortunatus. 


WAY with the fables philoſophers hold, 

Of pleaſure that haneſty gains without gold, 
To be rich, is the bleſſings of life to ſecure, _ 
And the man muſt be certainly wretched that's poor, 
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SONG 528 In the character of PLuTus in 


The- 
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The virtue that claims all the gods for it's friends, 
On gold, mighty gold, for exiſtence depends, 
What wrongs without gold can a mortal redreſs ? 
Or who, without gold, can get bleſſings, or bleſs ? 


In gold there is ſtrength which no foe can withſtand ; 
Tt conquers and triumphs by ſea and by land, 
In gold there are charms; for the youth and the fair, 


Sigh one for an heireſs, and one for an heir. | W 
There's ſenſe for each circle, that liſtens demure, pi 
Conſents with a grin, and cries, “ Ves to be ſure.” SV 
To be rich, if you truſt your own ears and your eyes, p 
Is at once to be ſtrong, to be fair, to be wile. A 


P 
SONG 529. In the character of WIr. \ 
LUTUS, vain is all your vaunting, - 

] 


Wit muſt life with bliſs ſupply ; 
Gold, alas! ſhould wit be wanting, 
Would not find a joy to buy: 
Wit alone creates the bleſſing, | 
Which exchang'd for gold, you ſhare ; | 
Steril gold alone poſſeſſing, 
What has man but gloom and care. 


Wit of every art deviſer, 
Every paſſion can controul ; 
Can to pity move the miſer, 
Can with mirth dilate the foul. 
Gold, itſelf on wit depending, 
Thence derives its utmoſt pow'r ; 
Folly, all profuſely ſpending, 
Folly, hoarding all is poor, 


SONG 
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SON G 530. Duet between Plurus and WIr. 


PLUTUS. I N yain would your jargon our ſenſes be- 
witch, 

| D'ye tell me that gold will not make a man rich. 

Wir. It is wit, wit alone, that can keep it, or uſe, 

And it cannot enrich thoſe that hide it, or loſe. 

prurus. Your quibles I ſcorn. 

Wir. But you cannot reply. 

Prurus. I boldly affirm 


Wir. What I boldly deny. 
| PLuTvs. Þll bet you ten millions 
Wir. No wagers I lay : 


PLUTUs. You dare-not. 

Wir, ————— I ſcorn you. 

PLUTUS. J hate you. 

Wir. Away. 

prurus. I go—may great JovE in his mercy decree, 
That we never may meet ſince we ne'er can agree. 

Wir. Go you to the fooliſh, 

PLuTUs. And you to the poor. 

Wir. The poor I can bleſs and their bleſſings ſecure. 


SONG zi. The diſappointed Lover. 


HEN dew-drops gild the weeping thorn, 
And hoarſe-pip'd"rooks ſalute the morn, 
Fair CyNTH1Aa charm'd the prove. * 
Her voice like PILOMELA rung, 
But ſtill the burthen of her ſong, 
Was falſe and perjur'd love. 


Young CoLin who had ftray'd that way, 
Ere larks, the heralds of the day, 
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Their dewy neſts forſake ; 

Impatient lurk'd behind a buſh, 
To hear and view the beautious bluſh, 
That painted CynTa1a's cheek. 


Againſt the ſweet inchanting ſtrain, 
1 No longer able to contain, 
He thus himſelf addreſs'd: 
My flocks, cry'd he, ſhall all be thine, 
My dog, my crook, be you but mine. 
And bleſs a ſhepherd's breaſt. 


In vain, cry'd ſhe, fond youth you ſue, 
To church with me you firſt muſt go, 
Of which the ſwain approv'd ; 

Then to the grove again he led 
The ripen'd, panting, melting maid, 
When both diſſolv'd in love. 


When bliſs was paſt, young CoLin cry'd, 
Had you at firſt thus far comply'd, 
I ne'er had ſeen thee more; 
Be huſh'd cry'd ſhe, I knew thy will, 
For Hop GE who lives at yonder mill, 
Once ſerv'd me ſo before. 


SON G 532. The Female PHAETON. By PRiok 


HUS KrTrTy beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd. 

Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, | 

Whilft wit and beauty reign'd, Shall 
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Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd, 
With ABIGAILS forſaken? 

KirTyY's for other things deſign'd, 
Or I am much miſtaken. 

Muſt lady IE x wy friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than 1 ? 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 

Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 
Deareſt mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try ; 

I'll have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 


PII foon with Jen v's pride quit ſcore, . 
Make all her lovers fall: | 

They'll grieve I was not loos'd before; 
She, I was loos'd at all. 


Fondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
KirTy, at heart's deſire, 


Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


SONG 533. 


Have rambled I own it, whole years up and down; 
And figh'd o'er each beautiful nymph of the town; 
Such fancies have plagu'd me that oft in my life, 

ve been ready to ſtart at the name of a wiſe. 

| But- 
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But aſham'd of my fears that have oft broke my reſt, 


And weary'd with roving both cloy'd and unbleſt, 
PII try to be happy the reſt of my life, 
And venture, tho' late, yet at laſt on a wife. 


Then farewell the jilt, and the fool, and the bold, 


quit you with pleaſure before I grow old, 
One girl of my heart I will take to for life ; | 
And enough of all conſcience, J hold is one wife. 


Pl ſearch the town over this fair one to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind, 
Whoſe wit and good humour may hold out for life, 
And then, if ſhe'll have me, Pl! make ber my wife. 


"Tis time that the follies of life have an end, 
And ſoon, nay this inſtant I'm ready to mend, 


What wonder there'll be, at fo alter'd a life: 
If you're wiſe, you like me, will reſolve on a wife. 


SONG $534. The Rapture. 


W HILS T on thy dear boſom lying, 
CEILIA, who can ſpeak my bliſs? 
Who the rapture I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs ? 
Ev'ry look with love inſpires me, 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms : 
Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 
Ev'ry joy is in thy arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes, how ſoft thy languith ! 
Peel my heart with rapture beat; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 

When the tranſport is ſo ſweet. 
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Look not ſo divinely on me, 
CzL1a, I ſhall die with bliſs ; 


Yet, yet turn thoſe eyes upon me, 
Who'd not die a death like this. 


SONG 535. A burleſque of the preceding ſong. 
From the DuBLin Mercury, 


W HILST on my dear pudding feaſting, 
Tommy, who can ſpeak my joy; 
O what raptures am I taſting, 
When I eat what will not cloy : 
Every look with tranfport kills me; 
Every ſmell excites a wiſh ; 
Every melting mouthful fills me; 
Every joy is in my diſh. 


Tho' 'tis ſweet as e'er I can wiſh, 
One bit more I cannot touch ; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When a perſon eats too much. 
Take, ah, take this pudding from me; 
Tommy, I am fure P11 ſplit ; 
Turn, yet turn and leave it, Tommy ; 
Who'd not die by eating it ? 


SONG 536. On the STAFF. From the ſame. 


'LL tell you a ſtory will make you to laugh, 

Of a ſet of odd ſticks that are turn'd to a ſtaff, 

bro of young ſappy alder, and old knotty yew, 

And ſtraggling Scotch fir, and ſpungy bamboo. 

Derry down, down, bey derry down. 


Great 
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Great Hercules, who all the monſters did drub; 
Took juſt ſuch a ſtaff when he quitted his club : 
Let none, my brave boys, of preferment deſpair, 
For no doubt with this ſtaff we'll ſpin out the war. 


Renown'd Bcliſarius, ſo brave and fo ſage, 
Had juſt ſuch a ſtaff to ſupport his old age; 
Then like jovial blind beggars, be chearful and gay, 
And lean on your ſtaff, and 'twill poke out your way. 


Sure now the proud French will acknowledge our yoke, 
Ours is not a ſtaff that is rugged or broke ; 
Twill knock down our foes and ſecure all our friends ; 
*Tis a quarter-ſtaff, loaded with lead at both ends. 


Now with our ſtaff merrily on let us jog, 
To make it each country hath furniſh'd a log; 
And when 'tis laid by, may it glory ſtill ſhare, 
And be cut out in truncheons for Bart'lmy fair. 


SONG 537. The Du/i-Cart : a favourite Cantata, 


RECITATTVx. 
S tinkering Tow the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely SYLv1a paſſing by; 
In duſt cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cynders round her lovely waiſt ; 
Tou with up-lifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſt. 


. AIX. 

Oh SyYLv1a, while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt and ſteal our hearts. 


That 
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That mine is gone, alas! is truer, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 


Oh lovely SyLVIA eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


RE CITATIVE. 
SYLVIA advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about, 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below ; 
To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 
And then, reſoly'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd ſtop Joh u. 


AIX. 
Shall I who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, 
in my duſt cart, 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 


SONG 538. The Wheel Barrow Cantata, 
In imitation of the foregoiug. 


REciTAaTIVE. 
S porter WII L, along St. PavuL's did move, 
Depreſt with weighty load, but more by love, 
By chance the fair Cex155sa there he found; 
Crying, bere fine heart cherries, round and ſound, 


W1LL 
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W1LL joyous inſtant pitch'd, then ſtrait careſs'd her, 
And leaning o'er the barrow thus addreſs'd her. 


AIX. 


Thy lips are cherries, ſweeter far, 
Than thoſe which in the baxcow are; 
With ſuch a ftore of charms, tis well 
You may have ſtolen hearts to ſell. 


Mine dear Cer1ssa too, you know, 
You ſtole it from me long ago ; 
And now I ſtoop to aſk of thee, 

To give it back, or marry me. 


RERCITATIVE. 


Cer1ssa archly leering as he ſpake, 

While all the cherry bluſh'd upon her cheek, 
The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd cull'd apace, 
And ſent like thunder at his doleful face ; 

Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And looking round at WiLrL, triumphant ſung ; 


ATR. 


Shall I poſſeſs'd of all theſe charms, 
Sleep nightly in a porter's arms? 
M'ambitious ſoul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 

And fighs for conqueſts yet to come. 


Fair youths my ſov'reign power ſhall feel, 
Ten thouſand hearts Þ11 daily ſteal, 

And beauteous nymphs, ſhall envious ſee, 
 Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


SONG 


. 
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SONG 539. The SanDMAn's WEDDING : 4 
SS. x. 5 


RecITATIVE. 


8 joe the ſandman drove his noble team . 
Of raw-rump'd aſſes, ſand ho! was his theme; 

juſt as he turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, 

His dear lov'd Beſs the bunter chanc'd to meet: 

With joy cried woa! did turn his quid and ſtare ; 

Firſt ſucks her head, and then addreſs'd the fair. 


AIX. 
Forgive me, if I praiſe thy charms, 
Thy darting eyes, lips, neck and arms; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear 
Like two ſmall hills of ſand, my dear; 
Thy beauties, Beſs, from top to toe, 
Have ſtole the heart of ſandman Joe. 


Come wed, my dear, and let's agree, 
Then of the gin-club you'll be free; 
No brickmaker or ragman's frow 

Dare then reproach thee Beſs for Joe ; 
He is the kiddy, rum and queer, 

That all St. Giles's boys do fear. 


Recirartivs. 
Beſs, ſwell'd with gratitude, at length reply'd, 
Muſt Joey proffer thus, and be deny'd ; 
No, no, my Joe ſhall have his heart's delight, 
And we'll be wedded ere we ſleep this night. 
Well ſpoke, quoth Joe, no more need ſay. 
Gee up, Galloway ; d'ye want any ſand to-day. 


AIX. 


* 
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A I R. 
Joe quickly his ſand had fold, fir, 
And Beſs got a baſket of rags. 
Then up to St. Giles's they ſtroll'd, fir, 
To every bunter Beſs brags. 

Then unto the gin-ſhop they pike it, 
And Beſs was admitted, we hear ; 
For none of the crew dare but like it, 

As Joey her kiddy was therc. 


Full of glee, until ten that they ſtarted, 
For ſupper Joe ſent out a win: 

A hog's maw between them was parted, 
After they had fill'd it with gin. 

So *twas on an old leather trunk, fir, 
Marry'd they were, ne'er to part: 

But Beſſy the being blind drunk, fir, 
Joe drove her away in his cart. 


SONG 540. Diana and Curip: à Cantata. 


RE CITATIVxE. 
A 5 Dian, and her hunting train, 
Once rov'd to try the wood and plain, 
Poor Cupid, faſt aſleep, they found, 
His bow and arrows on the ground : 
Well pleas'd to find his Godſhip there, 
She thus commands her lining fair. 


| | A TI R. | 
Break, break with ſpeed each pointed dart, 
For if he wakes he'll turn our foe ; 
"Tis his to wound the tender heart, 


His only joys to give us woe. | 
Now 
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Now ſhall we ſafely trace the plain, 

And haunt the river, lawn, and grove ; 
His arrows broke, his pow'r is vain, 

You now may ſafely laugh at love. 


ReciTATIvE. 
When now, too late, the God awoke, 
Saw Dian and her fav'rites by, 
The fatal miſchief thus he ſpoke, 
Whilſt malice ſparkled from each eye. 


IX. 
Tho' Cupid is vanquiſh'd to-day, 
Believe not my empire is o'er, 
To Venus I'll hie me away, 
She'll arm me as well as before. 
Oh Dian! what nymph of thy train 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure dart? 
I'm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtain, 
Then, Goddeſs ! take care of thy heart. 


SONG 541. The Beauiy of Barham. 


E AR Barham my beauty was born, 
In a neat little cot on the Down; 
Remov'd from the ſnifler of ſcorn. 
Remov'd from the cloud of a frown. 


A neatneſs in dreſs was her pride, 

Her lures were good- nature and ſenſe ; 
Plain prudence was ever her guide, 

And virtue her only defence. 


Like the roſe on the hedge was her cheek, 
No ſnow-drop ſo fair as her ſkin, 

Her eyes did her ſentiments ſpeak, 
And her ſhape it was buxom and thin. 
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Thus ſhe liv'd the delight of the plain, 
For none without gazing could paſs ; 

And each ſhow'd an eye that would fain 
Be the lad of this. favourite laſs. 


But ſhe was reſerv'd for a youth, 
Who regions remoy'd, did explore, 
With no other fortune than truth, 


Health, courage, ſome genius and lore. 


With him o'er the hills did ſhe climb, 
With him o'er the billows did roll. 


She was pleas'd with the muſick of rhime, 


Nor ſigh'd at a voyage to the pole. 


Thus they liv'd in a mutual delight, 


His joy was to gaze on her charms ; 
When tranſported he was with the fight, 
He ſunk with a ſigh in her arms. 


But ſhe had a thouſand ſweet ways. 

Io call tim to life and to love. 

In raptures they paſs'd all their days, 
And mutually try'd to improve. 


OME give your attention to what I unfold, 
The matter is new, tho? the moral is old; 


My honeſt confeflion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love. 


In works of old ſophiſts my mind I employ'd, 
My bottle and friend too by turns I enjoy d; 
T laugh'd at the ſex, and determin'd, I ſtrove 


Their charms to forget, and bid farewel to love. 


1 toil'd 
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I toil'd and I traffick d, grew wealthy and great, 
A Patriot in politicks, fond of debate; 
Each paſſion indulging, my doubts did remove, 
They center'd in pleaſure, and pleaſure in love. 


How weak my reſolves I confeſs'd with a ſighs 
When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, tript wantonly by, 
I caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove, 
Conſenting ſhe made me a convert to love. 


Ye lovers of Freedom, no longer complain, 
We're born fellow-ſubjeQs of beauty” s ſoft chain, 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 

That life is not life, when divided from love. 


SONG 543. 


HOUGH man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was, love, honour, obey, 

At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 

And the Lords of Creation muſt pull in their hozns:; 

For hymen among ye proclaims his decree 

When huſbands are tyrants, their wives may be free. 


Away with your doubts, yout ſurmiſes and fears, 
'Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 
Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 
And make of your huſband's what creatures you pleaſe : 
To arms then ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 


When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


The rights of your ſex would ye e'er ſee reſtor'd, 
Your tongues ſhould be us'd as a two-edged ſword ; 
That ear-piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread: 
Who thinks of the marks you may place on his head. 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 


That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 1 
0 
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No more ſhall the wife, all as meek as a lamb, 
Be ſubject to © Zounds, do you know who I am ?” 
Domeſtick politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 
When women take courage to govern the men; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 
Tho' huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


SONG 544. 


Sailor's voice, tho' coarſe can raiſe 
A note to melodize his lays, 
And quit the ſwelling ſeas, to praiſe 
The charms of Highland Nelly, 
The droning bagpipe ſtill be mute, 
Such muſic with fuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'ry Muſe will tune her lute, 
In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 


Ye tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blythe Content for ever reigns, 
Repeat abroad the honeſt ſtrains 
Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 
Still be the Lowland Laſſes fair, 
Still be they proud of golden hair ; 
But where's the grace, the mein, the air, 
That ſhines in Highland Nelly? 


Amidſt her nymphs when Venus ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe left the briny flood, 
Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no gazer could ; 
3 Diſcern the Queen of Beauty. 
So, at a Lowland Ball, I've ſeen 
Unmoy'd this pretty Highland Queen : 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye Gods! I've been 
In love with Highland Nelly. 
SONG 
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SONG 545. Not I indeed. 


O! I on eaſy chair reclin'd, 
My fire before, my bed behind; 
With body ſound as body can be 
Secure from Rock and Lucy Dansr ; 
Without or purſe, or yearly rent, 
Nor India ftock—Lo! Pm content. 

And ſee ! behind yon door two ſhelfs appear, 
One fill'd with books, and one with Burton beer, 
Say then, neglectful of my muſe and reed, 

Shall I be moy'd ?—MNet J, indeed. 


No birth-day ode, no ball-room ſong, 

Begrimes my ſoul, belies my tongue ; 

No borrow'd thouſands me perplex, 

No unaccounted millions vex : 
No Harpax guards my door, and d—ns my ſoul, 
No London Livery cover what ISTOLE. 

Say then, neglectful of my reed, 

Shall 1 be mov'd? Not I, indeed. 


What is't to me, at Ruſſel's ſhrine 

That Rigby daily bends for wine ; 

That Dunk, repos'd in B y's bow'rs, 

Enjoys his ſyllabub and whores : 

That Grenville, tir'd of Patriot pay, 

Rails at the helm he fain would ſway, 

And ſwears the In's are graceleſs Blacks, 
For,why—George Grenville can't go ſnacks. 
For this, neglectful of my eaſe and reed, 

Shall I be mov'd ? — Not J, indeed. 


Let Groſvenor, damning all his ſtars 
G För want of ſkill in Venus? wars, 


Exchang 
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Exchange his Harriet for his horſe, 

And ſeek Newmarket's deſp'rate courſe ; 
While Hal, with royal vacant face, 

At home fills up but half his place, 
And pays of pounds five hundred ſcore, 
For romping with a noble w—re : 
(Such be the fate of all, whoſe Hounds 
Beat up for game in others grounds !) 
But till, neglectful of my muſe and reed, 


Shall I be mov'd ? — Vor I, indeed. 


What is't to me that Langhorne dreams, 
On flow'ry fields, near filyer ſtreams ; 
That Johnſon ſcientifickly, 

Knows tergiverlſibility ; 

And, fond of penſion more than praiſe, 
Whate'er he ſaid before, unſays; 
That Bickerſtaff, the friend of no man, 
And Naſo, friend to ey'ry—woman, | 
Have all their proſpects and their views, 
A whore, a guinea, or a muſe? _. 
For this, neglectful of my eaſe and reed, 
Shall I be moy'd ?—Net I, indeed. 


SONG 546. 


I N thy ſoft bewitching glances, 
Love delighted ſports and dances, 
Tho? ſecluded from thy heart ; 

In thy ſmiles reſides his treaſure, 
Of fond hope, gay joy, ſweet pleaſure ; 
In thy frowns dwell all his ſmart. 


9 0 N 
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SONG 547. The Noſegay. 


W HAT harm in ſo ſimple a token of love? 


I cull'd him the prime of the garden and grove, 
He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew ; 


Yet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue. 


Can ſmiles and ſoft accents derifion convey ? 
No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they; 
He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, 
And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid. 


In my quick mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny ; 
And cold hearted prudes, ah! how wary they fhun 

The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone. 


Your thoughts, then, dear fiſters, with caution conceal, 
The ſoft growing paſſion be ſlow to reveal; 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, 
That granting a whiſper is granting too much. 


SONG 548. The Kiſs. 
NE kind kiſs before we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu; 


Tho? you ſever, my fond heart, 
Till we meet ſhall pant for you. 


Yet, yet, weep not ſo my love, 
Let me kiſs'that falling tear; 

'Tho* my body muſt retnove,” 0 
All my foul muft till be there. 
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Exchange his Harriet for his horſe, 

And ſeek Newmarket's deſp'rate courſe ; 
While Hal, with royal vacant face, 

At home fills up but half his place, 
And pays of pounds five hundred ſcore, 
For romping with a noble w—re : 
(Such be the fate of all, whoſe Hounds 
Beat up for game in others grounds !) 
But ſtill, neglectful of my muſe and reed, 


Shall I be mov'd ?- Vor J, indeed. 


What is't to me that Langhorne dreams, 
On flow'ry fields, near filyer ſtreams ; 
That Johnſon ſcientifickly, 

Knows tergiverſibility ; 

And, fond ef penſion more than praiſe, 
Whate'er he ſaid before, unſays; | 
That Bickerſtaff, the friend of no man, 
And Naſo, friend to ev'ry—woman, | 
Have all their proſpects and their views, 
A whore, a guinea, or a muſe? 

For this, neglectful of my eaſe and reed, 


Shall I be moy'd ?—Net I, indeed. 


SONG 546. 


1 N thy ſoft bewitching glances, 
Love delighted ſports and dances, 
Tho? ſecluded from thy heart; 
In thy ſmiles reſides his treaſure, 
Of fond hope, gay joy, ſweet pleaſure ; 
In thy frowns dwell all his ſmart. 
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SONG 547. The Noſegay. 


| W HAT harm in fo ſimple a token of love? 


I cull'd him the prime of the garden and grove, 
He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew : 
Yet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue. 


Can ſmiles and ſoft accents deriſion convey ? 
No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they; 
He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, 
And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid. 


In my quick mounting bluſkes the virgins deſcry, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny ; 


And cold hearted prudes, ah! how wary they fhun 
The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone, 


Your thoughts, then, dear fiſters, with caution conceal, 
The ſoft growing paſſion be ſlow to reveal; 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, 
That granting a whiſper is granting too much. 


SONG 548. The Kiſs. 
NE kind kiſs before we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu; 
Tho? you ſever, my fond heart, 
Till we meet ſhall pant for you. 


Yet, yet, weep not ſo my love, 
Let me kiſs that falling tear; 

Tho' my body muſt remove, 
All my ſoul muſt ftill be there. 


Vor. I. Q | All 
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All my ſoul and all my heart, 
Every with ſhall pant for you; 


One kind kiſs, then, e're we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu. 


SONG 549. The Transformation. 
Hoe'er thro? Ovid's tales has rang'd, 


Thro' Ovid's tales has ſeen 


How Jove, incens'd, to Monkeys chang'd 


A tribe of worthleſs men. 
Repentant ſoon, th' offending race 
Intreat the injur'd Pow'r 
To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore. 


Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their pray'r ; 

But t'other half he bid the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air. 

Scarce had the Thund'rer giv'n the nod, 
That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 

With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled fize, 


The hair in curls luxurious now 
Around their temples ſpread ; 
The tail, that whilom hung below, 

Now dangled from the head : 
The head remains, unebang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face,, 
It till retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimmace. 


Thus 
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Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Jove bid them take their place, 

Reſtoring them their antient claim 
Among the human race. 

Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow ; 


But women lik'd the motley breed, 
And call'd the thing a Beau. 


SONG so. 


NOW, I won't envy him, whoe'er he be, 
That ſtands upon the battlements of ſtate, 
Stand there who will for me. 
I'd rather be ſecure than great. 
In being ſo high, the pleaſures are but ſmall, 
But long's the ruin if I chance to fall. 


Let me in ſome ſweet ſhade ſecured lye, 
Happy in leiſure and obſcurity. 
| Whilſt others place their joys, 
In popularity and noiſe, 
Let my ſoft minutes glide ſecurely on, 
Like ſubterranean ſtreams, unheard, unknown, 


Then when my days are all in filence paſt, 
A good plain countryman I die at laſt. 
Death cannot chuſe but be, 
To him a mighty miſery, 
Who to the world was popularly known, 
And dies a ſtranger to himſelf alone. 


Q 2 SONG 
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SONG 551. The Primroſe. 7 
HE faireſt harbinger of Spring, 


Yon Primroſe yields us mild perfumes ; 
And foſter'd by the vernal ſhower, 
In nature's ſimple beauty blooms. 


But ſhould ſome cold and wint'ry blaſt 
- Succeed the warmth of April ſkies, 
Behold this lovely child of ſpring 
*Midſt ſedges dark neglected dies. 


Ve fair, whoſe very ſmiles are love, 
The moral of my lay attend; 

When cold indiff *rence ſhades your brows, Fe 
Your beauties fade, your triumphs end. | th 


And like yon fair, but hapleſs flow'r, 
Doom'd to forgetfulneſs a prey, 

Midſt dreary woods, and lonely halls, 
Life's tedious moments roll away. 


While youth and beauty lend their charms, 
Theſe happy gifts with care improve ; 
Tho' beauty firſt attracts our eyes, 
Your ſmiles alone ſecure our love. 
\ | 
SONG 552. A Duet, ſung by two ladies in the 
dreſſes of ballad ſingers at a maſquerade. 


"HAT a motley generation, 
Sprung from fancy's teeming brain, 
Shifting age, and ſex, and ſtation, 
Swarm within this magic plain ! 


Sport 
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Sport ye children of deluſion ! 
In the beams of mimic fun ; 

Well its brilliant gay effuſion, 
May ſupply the abfent ſun. 


Sport, nor call it maſquerade, 
Where, from all detection free, 
Ev'ry heart is difarray'd, 
Whoſe complexion none can ſee. 


May thoſe who (habits us'd to borrow )- 
Cannot prove to-night ſincere, » 

Be then dreſs'd for life to-morrow, 
Perfectly what they appear. 


SONG 553. No, harm in that. Imitated from 


the French of Marmontel's Ax N RTE and Lusin. 


Luzin to ANNETE. 


F thus you weep, thus pine with care, 
*T will ſurely drive me to deſpair ! 
Check, dear Annete, that ſtruggling ſigh, 
Nor claſp thy hands, nor fix thine eye ! 
What has there paſs'd between us two, 
To make Heaven frown, and trouble you? 


On the ſame hill, or flowery mead, 
We've led our flocks to ſport and feed; 
And when the ſun has ſcorch'd the glade, 

Together ſought the woodland ſhade, 
And there beneath one tree have fat ; 
There ſurely is no harm in that ! 
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SONG 551. The Primroſe. 4 
H E faireſt harbinger of Spring, ] 


Yon Primroſe yields us mild perfumes ; 
And foſter'd by the vernal ſhower, 
In nature's ſimple beauty blooms. 


But ſhould ſome cold and wint'ry blaſt 
- Succeed the warmth of April ſkies, 
Behold this lovely child of ſpring l 
Midſt ſedges dark neglected dies. 


| 
Ye fair, whoſe very ſmiles are love, 
The moral of my lay attend; 
When cold indiff rence ſhades your brows, Is 
Your beauties fade, your triumphs end. th 


And like yon fair, but hapleſs flow'r, 
Doom'd to forgetfulneſs a prey, 
'Midft dreary woods, and lonely halls, 


Life's tedious moments roll away. 


While youth and beauty lend their charms, 
Theſe happy gifts with care improve; 
Tho' beauty firſt attracts our eyes, 
Your ſmiles alone ſecure our love. 
* 
SONG 552. -A Duet, ſung by two ladies in the 
| dreſſes of ballad ſingers at a maſquerade. 


HAT a motley generation, 
Sprung from fancy's teeming brain, 
Shifting age, and ſex, and ſtation, 
Swarm within this magic plain ! 


Sport 
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Sport ye children of deluſion ! 
In the beams of mimic fun ; 

Well its brilliant gay effuſion, 
May ſupply the abfent ſun. 


Sport, nor call it maſquerade, 
Where, from all detection free, 
Ev'ry heart is diſarray'd, 
Whoſe complexion none can ſee. 


May thoſe who (habits us'd to borrow) 
Cannot prove to-night ſincere, » 

Be then dreſs'd for life to-morrow, 
Perfectly what they appear. 


SONG 553. No, harm in that. Imitated from 
the French of Marmontel's ANNETE and Lux. 


LusBin to AnNeTE. 


F thus you weep, thus pine with care, . 
"Twill ſurely drive me to deſpair ! | 
Check, dear Annete, that ſtruggling ſigh, 
Nor claſp thy hands, nor fix thine eye ! 
What has there paſs'd between us two, 
To make Heaven frown, and trouble you? 


—_— uw 


On the ſame hill, or flowery mead, BY! 
We've led our flocks to ſport and feed; WI 
And when the ſun has ſcorch'd the glade, . 1165 
Together ſought the woodland ſhade, 115 
And there beneath one tree have ſat; | BW 
There ſurely is no harm in that! 


Q 3 
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A bower I rear'd, there taught to twine 
The ſweet-briar, roſe, and eglantine ; 
(I choſe the flow'rs you lik'd the beſt ;) 
In that ſweet ſpot you lov'd to reſt, 
Or paſs the hours in amorous chat; 
And ſure there is no harm in that! 


Oppreſs'd with heat, or tir'd with play, 
Upon my knee you flept one day; 
Breath'd quick—and as your lips exhale, 
] cloſer ſtole to catch the gale, | 
Then, pleaſing theft! 1 ſnatch'd a kiſs ; 
And ſure e'en that was not amiſs ! 


Awak'd by that careſs, *tis true, 
You felt the thrilling rapture too; 
Then glancing love, ſhe ſighing cries, 
(While on her cheek ſweet blufhes riſe) 
O fy !—What is it you are at? 

Yet !—ſure there was no harm in that! 


SONG 554. The Milk Maid. 


| ARK to yonder milk-maid ſinging, 
Chearly o'er the brimming pail ; 
Cowſlips all around her ſpringing, 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


Never yet did courtly maiden, 
Move fo ſprightly, look fo fair; 

Never breaſt with jewels laden, 
Pour a ſong fo void of care. 


Would 


SONG 555. Ode on the birth-day of his ſerene 
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Would indulgent Heay'n had granted, 
Me ſome rural damſel's part 

All the empire I had wanted, 

Then had been my ſhepherd's heart. 


highneſs Prince ExNesT of Mecklenburgh Strelitz, 
brother to her majeſty, Queen CHARLOTTE : per- 
formed at St. James's palace the 27th of Auguſt, 


1770. 


RecitaTlve. 


H ! for a touch of nobler fire, 
Than e'er yet ſwept the living lyre ! 
Such, as the liſt'ning ſpheres might bend; 
Make angels from their orbs deſcend; 
And, from the realms of purer light, 
With ev'ry beaming virtue bright, 
Call heav'nly inſpiration down! 
Then, ſhould the praiſes of our Queen, 
The mild, the gentle, the ſerene, 
In ſoft melodious numbers float, 
Fond echo doubling ev'ry note, 
And, from the golden trump of fame, 
To diſtant nations thus proclaim 
The brighteſt gem of Britain's crown. 


AIR. 


Sweeteſt flow'r that e'er ſhall ſpring 
To grace the boſom of a King ; 
A King, by nature form'd to bleſs, 
And fix his people's happineſs. 


Q 4. 
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Never ſhall thy like have birth 

In the regions of the earth ; 
Ne'er again perfection blend 
Siſter ! mother! wife and friend! 


RECITATIVE. 
"yet, let raptur'd wonder tell, 
This ſmiling morn” its produce brings, 
A theme on which the Virgins dwell ; 
A theme each Bard with pleaſure ſings. 


A brother born to ſpread the fame 
Of Mecklenburgh's exalted name ! 
In whole reflected graces ſeen, 


Again we view our gracious Queen. 


A TI R. | 
Happy Prince, enjoy each bleſſing 
Britain boaſts, from envy free ; 
Ev'ry candid with poſſeſſing, 


Curs'd the wretch who frowns on thee. - 


Welcome as the ſummer's morning, 
Peace and joy thy ſmiles impart ; 

Kindneſs ſtill thy face adorning, 
Innocence and truth thy heart. 


SONG 556. Parody on the preceding Ode. 


RECITATIVE. 


iy H ! for quick electric fire, 


_ # Riggling, dancing down the wire! 
Such as oft from heaven comes, 


With thunder louder far than drums. 


Rumble, 


[ 369 | 
Rumble, rattle, flaſh ziggzagg ; 
Of this day, ye nations, brag ; 
Let ſome gilded trump proclaim it, | 
Nor bedaub it—or defame it ! 
Let it tell to the world's ear, | 

That a whipper ſnapper's here. 60 


41 R. 


Sweeteſt piſs- a- bed that blows, 
Not ſo fragrant as the roſe ; 
Yet thou ſhalt, dear flower, poſſeſs - 
A breaſt top-full of happineſs. 


Never ſhall another grow, 
Green and yellow, ſmall like thee ; 
Nor another like thee blow, 


Him or her, .or he or ſhe, 
Da Capo. 
RecitaTivs. 


And yet let ſtaring Wonpex tell, 

This youth hath preſs'd the virgins well, 

A theme on which he likes to dwell ; 
A Butterfly upon a Belle; 


A butterfly defign'd to ſpread 

His gilded wings in Richmond grove ; 
A butterfly without a head, 

Emblem of folly, dulneſs, love. 


ATR, 
Little monkey, now be frolic, 
Chatter, grin, ſcratch, jump, and hop ; 
Gobble fruit, nor mind the cholic, 
And deſtroy the ſkipping lop. 
| WS. Welcome, 


{ 370 ] 
Welcome, little antic creature ! 
Thou ſhalt have a ſweet Pwnkie, 
Like thyſelf in form and feature, 
Hairy, wrinkled ſhe monkey. 
Now be frolic, now be free, 
Curſe the Qwretch that curſes thee, 5 
Little, chatt'ring, kind monkey. 


SONG 557. Midſummer Noon. PP | 


E zephyrs come flutter and play, 
To life wake my fond drooping breaſt ; 
Who can bear all this fever of day, 
And abroad taſte of pleaſure or reſt ? 
All panting and dying Pl fly from the hours, 
And hie to cool ſtreams and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs. 


The toils of the day are all o'er, 
The ſhepherd and ſheep now retreat, 
They think of their paſture no more, 
But croud to their ſhelter from heat. 


Then welcome, thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray ; 

Mong woodbinds and myrtles I'd rove, 
Alone wear the moments away. 


Then Strephon, oh come thee not nigh ! 
Thy ſight I'm not able to bear; 
In vain from Sol's fury I fly, 
If love and thou follow me there. 
Then panting alone let me fly from the hours, 
And hie to cool ſtreams and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs. 


80 NG 
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OW ſummer's unfolded her beauties and ſweets, 


By love led, each nymph with her ſhepherd retreats, . 
Where ſinging, and prattling fond tales as they rove, 
Pleas'd echo repeats it them back to the grove. 


A laſs with a ſwain took a turn in the ſhade ; 
The ſcene, O how charming ! much more ſo the maid - 
He talk*d (as men will do) of dying for love, 
But meant ſomething elſe when he enter'd the grove. 


Her charms he ſung over and over again, 
His paſſion he vow'd ſhould for ever remain. 
His arts, O ye fair ones] a caution ſhould prove; 
More meant is, than faid, when you enter the grove. 


He preſs'd her for bliſs, and too ſoon ſhe comply'd. 
Exert, through her ruin, ye fair ones, your pride ; 
At church let your ſwains ſeal their friendſhip and love, 
Then ſafe you may venture with them through the grove. 


SONG 559. Evehn. 


H, my dear Evelyn, why wou'd you flight me, 

O One that has ſuch a gragh for you; 
Don't you remember when you wou'd invite me, 

To take one pog, nor two with you: 
Oh, my dear Shawn, I was but a ſhoking, 

When that I told you that ſame ſkale; 
Hi, ho, you may be a packing, 

You ne'er ſhall pog my ſheek nor beal. 

Whic, whac, &c. 


Oh, 


: ( 372 J 
Oh, my dear Evelyn, that's a fad ſtory, 
For one that loves you from his cree ; 
I thought you were the beſt of women's, 
Ah, why would you prove falſe to me: 
When your father and your mother 
They wou'd be a crying, 
Why wou'd not you marry your own dear Shawn ; 
Hi, ho, gi mana diute tatoo malta der malad. 


Whic, whac, &c. 


I have got bonny cows and gowins, 
That will give you bonny milk and curds, 

And every thing that's fitting for the women's ; 
Na critan too miſha, aſk the hurds, 

With a pawder in braw and a filver croſs, 
'The like in your life you never ſaw, 


Hi, ho, armanda dona, the ſuggart will bleſs 
Your pawder in braw. 


Whic, whac, &c. 


Oh my dear Shawn then ſend for the ſuggart, 
That I may be maw raw likin with you; 

1 wear no brog or borrogh coat, 
But a ſtawkie gloſs, and a high heel ſhoe : 

Oh yes and by my faith and better you ſhall wear, 
When that is ell colloping gloſs, 

Hi, ho, armadanda dona, what ſport will be there, 
When we come upon the mals, 


Whic, whac, &c. 


SONG 
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8 ON G 560. A Chriſtmas Carrol, called, Li- 
berty Hall: by George Alex. Stevens. 


LD Homer! but what have we with him to do? 
What are Grecians or Trojans to me or to you? 
Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 
Choice ſpirits, aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 


Toll, loll, &c. 


Sweet peace, belov'd handman of ſcience and art, 
Unanimity, take your petitioner's part; 
Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do— 
But firſt, may it pleaſe ye, my ſervice to you. 


Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think ; 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink ; 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of 'em all 
Is the toaſt of the times ; that is Liberty-hall. 


That fine Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner-ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, 

And form'd the front pillars of Liberty-hall. 


That manor our forefathers bought with their blood, 
And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, have prov'd the deeds 
good; | 
By that title we live, with that title we'll fall, 
For life is not life out of Liberty-hall. 


In her mantle of honor, each ſtar-ſpangled fold, 
Playing bright in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold; 
Truth beams on her breaſt; ſee, at loyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty-hall. 


The 
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The ſweet-ſmelling courtlings of ribband and lace, 
The ſpaniels of power, and bounty's diſgiace; 
So ſupple, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall; 
But paſlive obedience loſt Liberty-hall. 


But when revolution had ſettled the crown, 
And natural reaſon knock'd tyranny down, 
No frowns cloach'd with terror appear'd to appall, 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty-hall. 


See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ftandard is Justice, her watch word be free; 
Our king is our ccuntryman, Engliſhmen all, 

Gop rss HIM, and bleſs us in Liberty-hall. 


An were is dis al/-—Monfieur wants to know; 
Tis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau: 
*Tis a palace of no mortal architeQ's art, 
For LiBERTY-HALL is an ENGLISHMAN'S HEART, 


SONG 561. An Ode, by a Middkſex Politician 


I'TH anxious fpeed J left Mile-End, 
In 8 's dome an ear to lend, 
To learn how ſtood the nation; 
A guinea I was forc'd to pay 
Before that I could make my way 
To hear the converſation. 


Says I} this brib'ry here without 

Denotes what rules within, no doubt—— 
The porter bade me paſs: 

Behind yon gall'ry clock go ſneak, 

« Courtiers and patriots too will ſpeak, 
« Fen till the midnight glaſs.” 


I yiew'd 
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I view'd the van of ins and outs, 
Each with its pioneers and fcouts, 
Their plea the common wail ; 
The former a more num'rous hoſt, 
But t'others, to regain the poſt, 
Charg'd with redoubled zeal. 


There Grenville's guards, and Dowdeſwell!'s boers, 
Barre with Croats and Pandours, 


Kept up a raking hire ; 
I thought I had miſtook the place, 
'Twas Flodden Field, or Chevoit Chace, 
And I had beſt retire. 


No public benefit diſcuſs'd, 
Miſchiefs of ſtate which cauſe diſguſt, 
Thoſe real ills aggrieve us; 

No laws coercive they enact, 
No wrongs, no errors they retract, 
Nor from one tax relieve us. 


On ſelf importance each enlarged, 
How brought to court—how thence diſcharg'd, 
And why with hoſtile banners ; 
Each ſtiFd the foe a thievith gang, 
(Peachum-and-Lockit-like harangue) 
Devoid of ſenſe or manners. 


With here a threat, and there defy, 
And you're a traytor—and you lie, 
A conflict of low bullies : 
Mute ſenators agape there ſtood, 
Mere fanto cini ones of wood, 
Mov'd by their ſeveral pullies. 
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Are theſe the ſages of the realm, : 
Fit pilots for a lab'ring helm? Of 

Theſe Britain's legiſlators ! Ou 
O were her codes from out ſuch paws ! If 


For amphitheatres heir laws, 
—Bravoes and gladiators ! 


Down to the lobby door I ran, By 
Cry'd I, © thou conſequential man, 8p 
Give me my money back; 

I ſought not combatants like theſe T 
An AscuyLus—DEMOSTHENES, F. 
Not Stephenſon and Slack.“ v 
SONG 562. Intended to be ſung, in the character B 
of a Lawyer, betwixt the acts of the PRovok'p 8 
HUSBAND, a Comedy acted at the deſire of the Dean Y 

and Faculty of Advocates, Fanuary 27, 1770, at the 
Theatre Royal of Edinburgh, by the Hon. Hexgy v 
ERSKINE, E/; Advocate, Brother to the Earl of A 
BUCHAN. c 

HE bards of all ages have made it their theme 
To fing of the merits, and blazon the fame 
Of other profeſſions, and praiſe them at random, 

But of Lawyers I bog, and e you avi/andum ; (a) f 
Derry down; &c. 2 
I 
— — 1 
(a) To make aviſandum is a term in the Scotch law, gnifyiog to iy 


AN As * do. 
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Tho? partial, I'll give you a (b) repre/entation 
Of the good and the ill we beſtow on the nation ; 
Our uſe is ſo certain, that there's no denying't, 
If any one doubts it, he ne'er was a client. 


Extraordinary aCtions belong to the great, 
The ſoldier, the patriot, and premier of ſtate ; 
But we, unconnected with party or faction, 
Spend our time and our breath on an (c) ord'nary actien. 


Altho' with our virtue ſome faults are (d) conjoin'd, 
The proce/s is ſhort that can make us refin'd ; 
For whoe'er be the judge who decides on our blame, 
When he gives it againſt us we're ſure to (e) reclaim. 


Tho? not out of court yet we often petition, 
But not like our neighbours, ſpurr'd on by ſedition; 
So juſt are both houſes, that tho' we're refusd, 
We peiition again, nor think juſtice abus'd. 


To the fair, the delight and the life of creation ! 
We are tender and faithful without affeQation ; 
And while to inveſtigate truth 1s our duty, 
Can find nought in them but love, honour and beauty. 


(b) A repreſentation means a memorial or repreſentation of the 
ſuit by a party, who has loſt his cauſe, before a ſingle judge. 

(e) An ordinary action in the Court of Seſſion in Scotland, means 
à common ſuit in the firſt inſtance, in oppoſition to ſuits brought from 
inferior courts, which zre called ſuſpenſions and advocations. 

(d) It is a common practice in the Court of Seſſion to conjoin or 
Unite two proceſſes or ſuits, which have a connection together, ſo as 
to make the ſame expence ſerve for both. 

(e) To reclaim is the technical phraſe in the Court of Seffion for 
appealing from a ſingle judge to the whole fiteen, 
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To other profeſſions old age is a ruin, 
Unfits them for action, ſpoils all they are doing; 


We ſcorn to conceal it like old maids and beaux, 
A Lawyer's the better the older he grows. 


All mankind befides live in terror for death, 
And with pain and unwillingneſs yield their laſt breath 
But a Lawyer is happy, when, by labour hard toiled, 
His /uit's at an end, and he's fairly ah ied. (f) 


On the whole, we ſubmit to your righteous deciſſon, 
Having flated the law, and the fat with precifion ; 
And we crave, that in (g) ranting profeſſions you'll find 
That if not pari paſſu we're not far behind. 


SONG 563. Oz Joann Wilkes, £j; 


CIR D people of England, your reaſon awaken, 
Don't leave the firm hero of freedom forſaken, 
] mean Wilkes in limbo for taking your part, 
His caſe is ſo cruel it touches my heart. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


Tho' national Scotchmen may call him ſad loon, 
For putting the piper, the Thane, out of tune, 
Tho? the Iaſh of his ſatire has hurt the gall'd jade, 
Let 'em ſay what they will, yet he piper he paid. 


** — 8 


(Ff) Aſſoilzied in the Scotch law means abſolved or acquitted. 

(g) In ranking profeſſions, &c. By the law of Scotland, when 
there are many Creditors of Bankrupt, they apply to the Court of 
Seſſion, who act as Commiſſieners of Bankrupts, and rank the Cre- 
ditors according to their rights. The Creditors whoſe rights are 


equal are ranked equally, or according to the technical term are 
ranked pari paſſu. 


Tho 
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'Tho? prejudic'd courtiers and penſioners pout, 
And tools miniſterial their venom ſpit out, 
Yet freedom ſhall riſe in ſpite of their rage, 
Tho' her champion's confin'd like a bird in a cage. 


Tho? his mean perſecuters exult in his fate, 
And oppreſſion is now grown the ſcab of the ſtate, 
More ſhame to all thoſe who high ſtations diſgrace, 
Bat each bull-dog of pow'r has his puppy in place. 


To give him enlargement, ſee juſtice unites 
With honour, in prompting the fam'd bill of rights 
His debts to diſcharge ; ſeven thouſand and more, 
To others he lent, tho? now plac'd to his ſcore. 


Let each noble heart, who with fortune is bleſt, 
Contribute his mite, at fair freedom's requeſt, 
He wants but three thouſand, a trifling ſum, 
Then let him not want, for he merits a plumb®. 


SONG 564. Ode for his Majeſty's birth-day, 
June 4th, 1770. 


18 CORD hence ! the torch reſign— 
Harmony ſhall rule to-day. 

Whate'er thy buſy fiends deſign 

Of future ills, in cruel play 
To torture or alarm mankind, 

Lead the inſidious train away. 
Some blacker hours for miſchief find, 

Harmony ſhall rule to- day. 


One hundred thouſand pounds, 
Diſtinguifh'd 
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Diſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar year, 

And mark'd with heaven's peculiar white, 
This day ſhall grace the rolling ſphere, 
And ling'ring ends its bright career 

Unwilling to be loſt in night. 

Diſcord lead thy fiend away, 

Harmony ſhall rule to-day. 


Is there, intent, on Britain's good, 
Some angel hovering 1 in the ſky, 

Whoſe amply view ſurveys her circ'ling flood, 

Her guardian rocks, that ſhine on high, 
Her foreſts, waving to the gales, 
Her ſtreams, that glide thro' fertile vales, 
Her lowing paſtures, fleecy downs, 
Towering cities, buſy towns, 

Is there who views them all with joy ſerene, 

And breathes a bleſſing on the various ſcene ? 


O! if there is, to him 'tis given, 
(When daring crimes almoſt demand 
The vengeance of the thunderer's hand) 
To ſoften, or avert the wrath of heaven. 
O'er Ocean's face do tempeſts ſweep, 
Do civil ſtorms blow loud, 
He ſtills the raging of the deep, 
And madneſs of the croud. 


He too, when heaven vouchſafes to ſmile 
Propitious on his fayourite iſle, 

With zeal performs the taſk he loves, 
And every gracious boon improves, 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt delegate, if now there lies 
Ripening in yonder pregnant ſkies 
Some great event of more than common good, 
Tho? envy howl with all her brood, 
'Thy wonted power employ, 
Uſher the mighty moments in 
Sacred to harmony and joy, 
And from this æra let their courſe begin 


SONG 565. 


O U may do as you will, but I'Il fling away care, 
Pl! ſport with the ſwains, and I'Il toy with the fair; 
For joys yet unknown I may find ſpringing there ; 
And *tis better by half. 
Love and nectar to quaff, 
All the days of my life thus Þli frolic and laugh, 


Till lately, there liv'd not ſo wretched an elf, 
I tended my flocks and ſought nothing but pelf, 
Car'd little for others, but much for myſelf, 
But 'tis better, &c, 


But wiſhes for more are all fooliſh and yain, 
And thought for to-morrow brings nothing but pain, 
Enjoying to-day I ſhall find the belt gain. 
But *tis better, &c. 


Come over to me, all ye gay blooming throng, 
And take it, the way to be bleſt the year long, 


Is to welcome ſweet love, wine, and ſoul-cheering ſong. 
| And ttis better, &c. 
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Then care, with his wrinkles, I give to the wind, 
To mirth, from this moment, my heart is inclin'd, 
Pm ſute of my bliſs, for the nymphs will be kind. 

More happy by half, 
Love and nectar Pl quaff, 
All the days of my life thus I'll frolic and laugh. 


SONG 566. A Royal Love-Song, in the modern 
court flyle, written almoſt verbatim from the original. 


OD bleſs my deareſt little dear 
The wind is not quite fair— 
From Portland-road I write this here— 
God bleſs your /i:ile hair. 
Doodle doodle doo. 


All on the couch laſt night I lay, 
I dreamt what now I fing— 
J held you faſt, and ki's'd away. 
Ay—juſt like any thing. 
| Doodle doodle doo. 
Oh! then methought dear you did lie 


Within my arms—but ſoon 
'The dream went off, and there was I 


Fuft by myſelf alone. 
Doodle doodle doo. 


God bleſs my deareft little dear, 
God bleſs your little mouth—— 
To ſhew my feelings are ſincere, 
I'll take my db oath. 
. Doodle doodle doo. 


SONG 
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SONG 567. The Duke and his Tutors. 


O great Homer't wit is, 
That many Greek cities 
Have warmly diſputed the :ame, — 
Which bore him, and bred him, 
Inſtructed and fed him, 
So highly they honour'd his name. 


Of this the reverſe, 
Of folly the curſe, 
Is he, whom they make ſuch a farce on; 
Whole friends never name him, 
Whoſe tutors diſclaim him, 
The (a) layman, (b) civilian, and (c) parſon. 


Would your highneſs but pleaſe * 
To be even with theſe, 
Declare in the midſt of Pall Mall, 
Your &ible oath take 
That you brew as you. bake, 
That as you were taught, you can ſpell. 


SONG 568. The Royal Mourner, a parody on, 


and to the tune of, My fond ſhepherds of late, &c, 


White Harry of late was fo glad, 
And my Harriot ſo happy and gay. 


That each night we ſtole ſnugly to bed, 


And we curs'd the return of the day. 


(2) Le G- d. (b) Dr, Chang, (o) Dr. Boer, But 
u 
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But ah! what a change muſt appear 
Muſt my rambles to Cheſhire be o'er ? 


Shall the black wig, the black wig no more ſhade my ear? 
Shall the ſcene at the inn be no more? 


Shall the ſpies to St. Alban's repair, 
And diſtrub our ſweet innocent ſleep ? 
Shall I play with her dear little hair, 
And the butler, be hang'd to him! peep? 
Shall the Towceſter ſun—ſhall zz ceaſe ? 
To Whitchurch no more ſhall I ride ? 
Shall my deary, my deary lie down on the graſs, 
And ſhall Harry not lounge by her fide ? 


SONG 569. The Glorious Verdift. 


HE court were all met, 
iz a And the judge he was fat, 
[ | And the jury were ſworn in a crack, firs, 
[| When the whole twelve were told, 
= That John Miller, ſo bold, 
Had been biting our king on the back, firs. 


Then the ſons of crown law, 
With a hem, and a ha, 
Would have prov'd that the thing was a ſin, Gre. 
But after much pain, 
They found 'twas in vain, | 
For the jury would not take it in, firs. 


Till the jury return'd, 
O! how all of us burn'd 
With impatience to know the event, firs! 
But the moment the law 
Gave us leave to huzza, 
A great body to Bloomſbury went, firs. 


And 
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And there all rejoicing, 
Each raiſing his voice in 
A manner he ne'er did before, firs, 
To Junius and Glynn, 
And—!I hope tis no ſin— 
But I wiſh of ſuch men we had more, firs. 


SONG 570. The Golden Mean. 


O thee, O ſolitude, we owe 
True wiſdom, ſolid joy; 
*Tis thou reſtor'ſt the ſoul to peace, 
When various pleaſures cloy. 


Yet I'll not flatter thee, and ſay, 
Thou art in all complete, 

For then were ſomething perfect found 
In this imperfect ſtate. 


With wiſdom, and with antient lore 
Thou doſt the mind adorn ; 

But yet, tho' ſweet and fair, thy roſe 
Is not without a thorn, 


See, where at the remoteſt end 
Of ſolitude's dark cell, 

Confuming envy, pining care, 
And melancholy, dwell. 


But O ſociety, ſweet balm, 
Thou ſoften'ſt every care 

Thy ſun each low'ring cloud diſpels 
Of darkneſs and deipair, 


Vor, I. R 
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But ah ! what a change muſt appear ! 
Muſt my rambles to Cheſhire be o'er ? 


Shall the black wig, the Black wig no more ſhade my eat 
Shall the ſcene at the inn be no more? 


Shall the ſpies to St. Alban's repair, 

And diſtrub our ſweet innocent ſleep ? 

Shall I play with her dear little hair, 

And the butler, be hang'd to him ! peep? 
Shall the Towceſter ſun—ſhall zz ceaſe ? 

To Whitchurch no more ſhall I ride ? 
Shall my deary, my deary lie down on the graſs, 

And ſhall Harry not lounge by her fide ? 


SONG 569. The Glorious Verdict. 


HE court were all met, 

And the judge he was fat, 

And the jury were ſworn in a crack, firs, 
When the whole twelve were told, 
That John Miller, ſo bold, 

Had been biting our king on the back, firs. 


* 


Then the ſons of crown law, 
With a hem, and a ha, 


Would have prov'd that the thing was a fin, 85 
But after much pain, 
* 5 They found 'twas in vain, 


For the jury would not take it in, firs. 
Till the jury return'd, 


SO. 


2 | O! how all of us burn'd 
| With impatience to know the event, firs! 


But the moment the law 
Gave us leave to huzza, 


A great body to Bloomſbury went, firs. 


A manner he ne'er did before, firs, 


So 
And there all rejoicing, 
Each raiſing his voice in 


To Junius and Glynn, 
And—! hope tis no fin— 
But I wiſh of ſuch men we had more, firs. 


SONG 570. The Golden Mean. 


O thee, O ſolitude, we owe 
True wiſdom, ſolid joy; 
*Tis thou reſtor'ſt the ſoul to peace, 
When various pleaſures cloy. 


Yet I'll not flatter thee, and ſay, 
Thou art in all complete, 

For then were ſomething perfect found 
In this imperfect ſtate. 


With wiſdom, and with antient lore 
Thou doſt the mind adorn ; 

But yet, tho' ſweet and fair, thy roſe 
Is not without a thorn, 


See, where at the remoteſt end 
Of ſolitude's dark cell, 

Confuming envy, pining care, 
And melancholy, dwell. 


But O ſociety, ſweet balm, 
Thou ſoften'ſt every care; 

Thy ſun each low'ring cloud diſpels 
Of darkneſs and deipair. 


Vor, I, R With 
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With thee a conſtant gueſt attends 
Soft love, and ſocial pleaſure, 
And ſmiling charity hand in hand, 
With thee leads up the meaſure. 


But ev'n thy joys too long indulg'd, 
Or carried to exceſs, 


Will diflipate the mind, and make 
The power of thinking leſs. 


In crowds and folly ſtill we pine, 
O ſolitude, for thee ; 


And in the wilds of ſolitude 
For ſweet ſociety. 


Then grant me, Heaven, the middle way 
Theſe two extremes between, 


And let me nor in madding crowds 
Nor ſolitude be ſeen, 


SONG 571 


O pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull ſcene, 
My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green, 
And to every fine ſight would he tempt me to roam, 
For he fear'd leaſt my heart ſhould grow weary of home. 


To yield to my ſhepherd, ſo fond and fo kind, 
left my dear cot and true pleaſures behind, 
And oft as I went ſaw *twas folly to roam, 

For falſe all the joy was that grew not at home. 


To flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no delight, 
I figh'd for no ſwain with my own in my fight ; 
Then how could I wiſh all abroad thus to roam, 
When love and contentment were always at home ? 


Like 


E. 


Like 


I 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there ſo long. 
Pm bleſt, as I can be, and ſing my glad ſong, 
I aſk not again in the woodlands to roam, 
Nor chooſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 


Ye nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, ſo frolic and gay, 
Who in roving now flutter your moments away, 
Believe it, my aim ſhall be never to roam, 

But to live my life thro' and be happy at home. 


SONG 572. On being preſented with. an apple by 
a young lady. 

N apple caus'd our preſent ſtate, 

And by inevitable fate, 

Condemn'd us all to die; 
But if that apple was ſo fine, 
And came from ſuch a hand as thine, 

Who from its charms could fly? 


How can I then old Adam blame, 
When I n:yſelf had done the ſame, 
Had you the apple given ? 
I ſhould, like him, wi hout diſpute, 
Have eaten the forbidden fruit, 
And loſt, for you, a heav'n. 


SONG 573. 


AYS Thomas to Harry, 
I think, friend, to marry, 
Since wedlock's accounted divine 
Says Harry, you may, 
But I ſhan't go that way, 
Since your creed ſo far differs from mine. 
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SONG 574. The Thruſh. 

8 WE ET Thruſh, that makes the vernal year, 

Sweeter than Flora can appear: 
As Philomel attends. thy lay, 
She envies the return of day, 
The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 5 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute : 


Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 
Treaſyres: up and ends the May... 


| Hark ! how the blackbird woos his love 
The ſxill'd muſicians of the groy es 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly _ 5 
A cadence for the ear of kings: 8 
Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 
A virginal to hail a queen; 
Nature's muſic thus improves, 
All the graces and the loves. 


8 O N* 575. | Patty 7 Mill. 


AR fweeter than the hawthorn bloom, - 
Whoſe fragratice ſheds a rich _— 
And all the meadows fill; 
Much fairer than the lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the mill. 


The neighb'ring PROT her beauty kr'a, 
With wonder ſtruck, they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the hill: 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art, 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt heart 
Of Patty of the mill. . 


But 
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But vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed heart, more true to love, 
Than turtles when they bill. A 
A chearful ſoul, a pleafing grace, 
And ſweet content ſmiles in the face, 
Of Patty of the mill. 


The good a friend in fortune find, 

Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill : 

Ye fair for ever conſtant prove, 

Be ever kind, be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill. 


SONG 576. The Britih Fair. 
HOEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's call repair; | 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair, 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Barn to conquer and to ſpare; h 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded, by the fair. 


All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons' of art prepare, 

Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare, . 

Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Fayour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 
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SONG 577. The Advice. 


HE winter its deſolate train, 
Of froſt. and of tempeſt may bring : 
Yet Flora ſteps forward again, 
And nature revives in the ſpring. 
Tho? the ſun in his glory's decreas'd, 
Of his beams in the ev'ning is ſhorn ; 
Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, 
And repairs them again in the morn. 


But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It-dies and is heard of no more : 
The fſpring-time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 
For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 
And his ſeaſon will never return. 


SONG 578. O He for Shame. 


S thro” the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 
I met young Phillis on her way ; 
I flew like light'ning to her arms, 
And gaz'd in rapture on her charms : 


Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But till ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame ! 


With eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, ® 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And call'd me bold preſuming clown : 
W hile I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
But till ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


In 
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In tender fighs I told my love, 
And pledg'd my faith on things above ; 
But ſhe like all her ſex was ſhy, 
And tho' I ſwore, would not comply 
Yet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O! fye for ſhame. 


When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 
Will lovely Phillis be a bride ; 
But hark! I hear the tinkling bell, 
To church let's go, it pleas'd her well : 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 


But till ſhe cry'd, O! fye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's band have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each, we truly love: 
She now declares Pm not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O! fye for ſhame. 


SONG 579. Advice to the Ladies. 


E nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join in the throng, 
Pray tarry a while, and attend to my ſong, 
The ſtory, tho? ſimple, is true that I tell, 
I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


I went t'other day, to a wake on the green, 
And met with a laſs, fair as beauty's gay queen; : 
I aſked for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd © no, 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid pray let me go. 


_ Be I tenderly | 
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i tenderly cry'd, Phillis don't be a prude ; 
But till ſhe return'd, © PH cry out if you're rude ;* 
The more that I preſs'd her, the more ſhe cry'd © no 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me go. 


I found no entreaties would make her comply, 
Whenever I touch'd her, *twas fye, Collin, fye ; 
So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal for a time all the fayours you can, 

For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man. 


SONG «580, The Rover reclaimed. 


Rambled about a twel month I vow, 
In ſearch of a damſel for life; 
For roving perplext me, I could not tell how, 
So ventur'd at laſt on a wife. 


The girls of the town, each rake muſt well know, 
Imbitter the pleaſures of life; 

For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, 
And make us all wiſh for a wife. 


A miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeten the troubles of life 

And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow away, 
But what is all this to a wife? 


In wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, 
To gild the rough paſſage thro! life; 
Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, 


And make the dear charmer a wife. 
es | And 


Ln 
And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man, 
Who offers to bleſs you for life; 
Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can. 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. 


SONG 581. Faockey and Jenny. 


APLESS lovers who ſue in vain, . 
Whoſe hearts are frozen with cold diſdain, 
Learn of Jockey, love's pleafing art, 
To quell a beauty's inſolence, and melt her heart. 


He, like you, would ſigh and pine, 
From Phcobus riſe, to his decline; 
I deny'd, and reply'd with ſcornful brow, 
Ah! Jockey”®twill not do, prithee, pr'thee, leave me now. 


Gazing, advancing, his eyes love darting, 
Jenny, ſaid he, one kiſs at parting; 
Claſping then my ſlender waſte, 

With eager arms he me embrac'd. 


Kiſs'd me, call'd on Heaven above, 
To record, his conſtant love ; 
Partially I ey'd him, faintly denied him, 
My tongue bely'd my heart, 
His ſhape his face, and manly grace, 
Strongly took my lover's part. 


I his ſuit approving, he my doubts removing, 
With ardor reply'd, 1 fy to bring the weaning wedding 


ring; 
Lovely Jenny is my bride, hopeleſs lovers mind, what I ſing, 
No cure, for diſdain like a kiſs and a ring. , 
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s ON G 582. Fair Laws. 


* HEN lately I offer'd fair Laura to kiſs, 

She fleer'd and ſhe flouted and took it amiſs, 
Begone, you great booby, ſhe cry'd, with a frown, 
Do you think that I want to be kiſs'd by a clown; 


Thus ſpoke the proud charmer, and view'd me all round, 
With an eye of diſdain, and thrice ſpit on the ground ; 
Then mimick'd my voice with ſatirical ſneer, 

And ſent me away with a flea in my ear. 


The girls of the village,. if they had their wills, 
Would kiſs me, and preſs me, to.ſtay on the hills; 
They ſay that Pm fair, but this minx of the town, 
Refus'd my ſweet kiſſes, and call'd me a clown: 


Sure, ſure ſhe forgot, or perhaps did not know, 
'That Bacchus fed herds in the valley below ; 
That beauty's fair queen fell in love with a ſwain, 
And help'd him his cattle to tend on the plain. 


Yet Laura diſdains me, nor liſts to my vow, 
Say, is ſhe more lovely, than Venus I'd know? 
May ſhe never find ſweethearts in city or plain, 
But lie always alone, yet till wiſhing in vain. 


SONG 583. 
HALL I, waſting in deſpair, 


| Die becauſe a woman's fair: 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
Becauſe another's blooming are. 


Bloomi"s 
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Blooming as the faireſt day, 
Or the flow'ry meads in May, 
If ſhe thinks not well of me, 
What care 1 how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move, 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ; 
Be ſhe meeker, kinder than 
'The turtle dove, or pelican, 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, 
What care I how kind ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair, | 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die e're ſhe ſhall grieve ; 
If the flight me, when I woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go, 
If ſhe be not made for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 


SONG 584. Fliriilla.. 


| OUNG Damon perceiving Flirtilla paſs by, . 

Like lightning -to kiſs her he flew, 

But ſhe with a ſtruggle. and frown, made reply, 
I vow Þ ll cry out if you do. 


For ſhould my mamma, who is in the next room, 
But hear. you, ſhe'll cauſe you to rue; 
She'll forbid you the houſe, then do not preſume, 
I vow III cry out if you do. 
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But Damon was not to be terrify'd ſo, 
All women lov'd kiſſing he knew, 
When he offer'd again, *twas pray let me go, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


The youth by reſiſtance was ſtill more inflam'd, 
And kiſſes he ſtole not a few; 
This rudeneſs forbear, ſir, ſhe ſoftly reply'd, 
I yow Pl cry out if you do: 


Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, like a woman at whiſt, 
The reſolute youth bolder grew ; 
But ſtill ſhe made anſwer, I will not be kiſs'd, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


Then Damon reſoly'd his laſt efforts to ſtrike, 
And ſoon made the damſel come too ; 
She figh'd and reply'd, you may take what you like, 
I will not cry out if you do. 


SONG 585. Dear Wilh. 


ONG time I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to find, 
Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind, 
But at laſt I have found a dear lad to my mind ; 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy. 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midſummer day, 
I bluſh'd all the while and ſcarce knew what to ſay: 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey, 
Can I do any leſs by my Willy? 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air, 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear, 
And his kiſſes as ſweet, oh ! beyond all compare, 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy, 


With 
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With him none pretends for to pipe or to play, 
And what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not ſay, 
With eaſe I am ſure he may ſteal hearts away, 

But Tl never diſtruſt the dear Willy. 


When I droop'd all in pain, and I hung down my head, 
How kindly he watch'd me, what tears has he ſhed, 
He ne'er left me a moment *till ſickneſs was fled, 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy. 


Should death from my ſight tear the ſhepherd ſo true, 
Let him take (if he chuſes) then me away too : 
For why ſhonld I tarry, or what could I do, 
Should I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy ? 


SONG 586. Damon and Pr1LLIs : a Paſto- 
ral Dialogue, 


Damon. OW ſierce is the ſun, 
Haſte Phill. let us run, 
To ſhelter a while in the grove, 
Young Cupid reigns there, 
And Þ'll pleaſe thee my fair, 
By telling thee ſtories of love. 


PHiLL1s. I tell you, young ſwain, 
You attack me in vain, 
Too fatal the going might prove; 
For many a poor maid, 
Has there been betray'd, 
By liſt'ning to ſtories of love. 


Damon. 
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Damon, When paſſion's ſincere, 
There's no danger to fear, 
The ſpring-tide of beauty improve ; 
Nor let it be ſaid, 
Phillis died an old maid, 
Averſe to the raptures of love. 


PHiLL1s, To hear the ſoft ſigh, 
See the ſoul-ſpeaking eye, 
A nymph can't perhaps diſapprove, 
It may flatter her pride, 
But if reaſon's her guide, 
She makes honour attendant on love. 


Damon. *'Tis with honour I burn, 
Yet for mutual return, 
With Phillis how vainly I've ſtrove, 
See our flocks how they join, 
*Tis an omen divine, 
Portending compliance and love. 


PayilLlts. O Damon, I find, 
My poor heart ſeems inclin'd, 
The teſt of your paſſion to prove, 
Damon. Then be hymen our guide, 
Be the nuptial knot tied, 
And let wedlock give ſanction to love, 


When love's gentle fire, 
Enkindles defire, 

Suppreſs the wild maxim to rove, 
Let the nymph and the youth, 
Plight their honour and truth, 

And be happy in virtue and love. 


SONG 
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SONG 587. The Invitation. 


OME, Laura, and meet your fond ſwain, 
E're Phebus declines to the weſt, 4 

Nor let me ſtill languiſh in pain, FE: 

Your preſence alone makes me bleſt: 1 
When abſent no pleaſure I feel, 

My paſſions but ſicken and die; 
No power my tortures can heal, 

Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 


Then haſte to yon jeflamine grove, 
Enjoy what no language can tell ; 
Tis the ſeat of contentment and love, 
Where peace and tranquility dwell : 
There Cupid our hearts ſhall unite, 
There Hymen his altar ſhall raiſe ; 
The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, 
And charm the whole grove with their lays, 


O think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, 

How time will glide ſwiftly away ; 
Each ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 

Dull winter ſhall ſmile as the May : 
No happineſs either will taſte, 

But what we both jointly approve ; 
Then hither, dear charmer, O hafte, 

And blefs a fond ſwain with your love. 
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SONG 588. A new truce with Bacchus aud 
 Venus.. By Mr. Wory. 


YSELF between Venus and Bacchus I'll poiſe, 
And *twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys ; 


>Tis true, they both have their charms when apart, 
But blended, they double the heat of my heart. 


With rage on his brow, and contempt in his eye, 
Bacchus throws down his cluſter, and gives me the lye ; 
No female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, 

A rival I hate, and Þ'll govern alone. 


Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 
Aſſerts her controul o'er the nymphs and the ſwains. 
Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, 

And ſtrictly forbids me the j Juice of the vine. 


One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the bowl, 
The other, cauſe woman fhares half of my ſoul : 
I boldly declare, for all projects Pye try'd, 

No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 


Why then let em wrangle, what is it to me? 
I warrant my conduct ſhall make em agree; 
As one to prefer to the other F'm loth, 
ll love, and Þ'll drink, and be pleaſing to both. 


SONG 589. A Cax TATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 
O Clarinda's fix d reſolve to move; 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
But juſtly ſcorns thaguilt of love. 
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Is this, ye powers, this boaſted flame? 
O ſay, is this his only end? 

And can his love deſtroy the fame, 
His truth and honour ſhould defend. 

O for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 

TIh' ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely find, 

The heart that could admire his face, 
Can till deteſt him for his mind, 


SONG 5go. The Fairy, 


N days of yore, when on the plain, 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light; 
If &er our grandames did amiſs, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this: 


Was Lady Mary ever known, 
To toy with Celadon alone 
Did avarice her boſom fill, 
With paſſions ſtrong for dear quadrille ! 
Or did her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before ; 
Or if, to catch the gazer's ſight, 
She us'd the arts of red and white, 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew, 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


* 2 
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But far more happy days ſurvive ; 

The Britiſh dames of ſixty-five, 

Are not afraid of rigid elves ; 

They know no guardians but themſelves, 

The tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 

Hear one, nor think the leſſon rude. 


vince preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one is pleaſure mad; 
'This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt ; 
Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


SONG 591. Fair Molly of the Town: Tune; 


No nymph that trips the verdant plain. 


E ruſtic ſwains, no more report 
The charms of Sue or Nell; 
Where Molly is, the loves reſort, 
And all the graces dwell. 


No paſtoral ſcenes my beauty courts, 
She tends no bleating ſheep ; 

She leads no dance at country ſports, 
Nor breaks the ſhepherd's fleep. 


O! ſhe is lovely, neat, and trim, 
A goddeſs ſhe may be : 

Venus expos'd no ſweeter limb, 
When ſhe forſook the ſea. 


Whene'er the walks the ſtreets along, 
The mob all turn and ſtare ; | 
The ballad-ſinger ſtops his ſong, 


And yows that Molly's fair. | 
| Whene er 
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Whene er ſhe makes her gay approach, 
The chairmen pauſe and gaze; 

The hackney-coachman ſtops his coach, 
And ſwears in Molly's praiſe. 


When Tom his duſt-cart loads with duſt, 
Should ſhe by chance paſs by, 

He'll ſtand as ſtiff as Malbro's buſt, 
And ſquint his whiting eye. 


Thus when th' old-cloaths-man trots the ſtreets, 
In dull ſepulchral note, 

He looks when he ſweet Molly meets, 
As if he'd ſpare a coat. 


When ſhe by George's coffee-houſe goes, 
Beaux gabble out like geeſe ; 

Beneath her hat each pokes his noſe, 
« Z——ds ! ſhe's a damn'd fine piece!“ 


If ſhe but ſhews her pretty face 
At Vauxhall or the play, 

The happy moment all embrace, 
And adoration pay. 


No more of coy Corinna boaſt, 
Whom gentle Ovid ſung ; 

As long as Molly be the toaſt 
Amongſt the gay and young. 
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SONG 502. : Infantine fo a Rebin Red-Breaft, 
who wakes the authoreſs every morning at break of day, 
by ſinging at her window. 


RETTY warbler, thus to charm me 
With thy chanting morn and night, 
May diſaſter never harm ye, 
Thou who giv'ſt me ſuch delight. 


From ſoft ſlumbers tho' thou wak'ſt me, 
Yet I ll not offended be, 

For thou'full amends doſt make me 
With thy charming melody. 


If, when flaky ſnows deſcending, 
To my boſom thou'lt repair, 

Thee from hardſhips e'er defending, 
Thou ſhalt be my conſtant care. * 


With my hand PII daily feed thee, 
And from ſtorms detend thee itill ; 

From thine enemies III lead. thee, 
Lovely warbler, ſure I will, 


While I thus am entertain'd: 
With thy charming ſerenade, 

Thy little heart ſhall ne'er be pain'd, 
Nor ſhall aught make thee afraid. 


Once, to avoid an enemy, 

One like thee to my boſom flew ; 
I kifs'd, and ſet the warbler free, 
And juſt the fame TIl do by you. 


wh Eire The 
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The grateful charmer each day hail'd me 
In the chamber where I lay ; 5 

But long his note had not aſſail'd me, 
Ere a cat made him her prey. 


May no ſuch fate await my charmer, 
Thou who doſt ſo ſweetly chant ; | 
A friend than me thou'lt ne'er find warmer, 
For I ne'er will ſee thee want: | 


But I will thee kindly cheriſh, _ 
And will thee protect from harm; 

In the: cold thou ſhalt not periſh, 
Next my heart PII keep thee warm. 


SONG 593. Flirtation : corrected. 


E ſweet pretty ladies, who now in your gay-days, 
So merrily take your diverſion ; 

Sure there is no ſporting, compating to courting, 

And'having a little flirtatio?n 


For what ſignifies, the charms of your eyes, 
Your wit, or polite education ; 
Your drefling ſo neat, - and looking fo ſweet, 
But all for a little flirtation. 


What tho' you now call, an aſſembly or ball, 
A pleaſant, or dear recreation; 


How ſoon you would hate it, as dull and inſipid, 
Had you not a little flirtation. 


In houſe, or in ſtreet, whenever you meet 
The object of your inclination ; 

Is not it a pleaſure,' beyond any meaſure, 
- To have a dear little flirtation. 
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The ice being broke, and the ſwain having ſpoke, 


His love and his great admiration ; 
And in your ear rings, a thouſand ſoft things, 
How charming the little flirtation. 


Then baniſh all care, ye lovely, dear fair, 
And chink of this pleaſant ſenſation 
For Hymen's torch-light, ne' er does burn fo bright, 
As after a little flirtation. 


SONG 594. The Confeſſun. 
LY THE Colin, a pretty young ſwain, : 


To court me walks many a mile, 
I bid him return back again, 
Tho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while. 


With all, by which love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; 
I wiſh him ſucceſs, I proteſt, 
Tho' I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


He brought me this noſegay ſo ſweet, 

And thought it more pleaſure than toil ; 
I took it reſerv'd and diſcreet, 

But J let him not wait a great while. 


He begg'd me to grant him a kiſs, 
So earneſt, he made me to ſmile ; 
Have done, I cry'd, fie! 'tis amiſs, 
Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 
He tells me I ought to be kind, 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil ; 
I croſs him, tho? quite of his mind, 
For I love he ſhould talk a great while. 


I fancy 
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I fancy by what he has ſaid, 
My huſband he'll be by his ſtile ; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 
Oh! I'll not live a maid a great while, 


SONG 5g5. 


8 Cloe fat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool air, 
While muſic awaken'd the grove ; 

Young Damon approach'd and addreſs'd the coy fair, 
In all the ſoft language of love. 

But ſhe was ſo cruel his ſuit ſhe deny'd, 
And laugh'd as he told her his pain ; 

And while the poor ſhepherd ſat wooing, ſhe cry'd, 
J will die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


O what! ſays the ſwain, muſt thy beauty ſo gay, 
Perplex us at once and invite ? 

Embrace ev'ry rapture, leſt time make a prey 
Of that which was meant for delight. 

When age has crept round, and thy charms wrinkled o'er, 
Then all will my Cloe diſdain ; 

But ſtill all her anſwer was, teaze me no more, 
I will die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


Young Damon proteſted no other he'd prize, 
His flame was fo ſtrong and ſincere ; 
Then watch'd the emotions that play'd in her eyes, 
And baniſh'd his torture and fear. 
My joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd he cry'd, 
Ah Cloe be gentle and good : 
The fair one grew ſofter, and ſighing reply'd, 
Pd fain die a maid——if 1 could, 
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I's) N G l 596. To RosALNDA. 


_— Search'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 
{ : 1 The Greeteſt flowers I choſe, 
And ſend them ia a WREATH to bind 
My RosaLinpa's brows. 


Here Hyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 
In purple beauty glows ; 

There, burſting from the ſwelling bud, 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe. 


Here violets of purple hue, 
Chaſte lillies white as ſnow ; 
Narciſſuſſes that drink the dew, 

And near the fountain blow. , 


IJ To boaſt thy charms; when crown'd with thoſe, 
Re 3 - Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! 
Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, - 
„Luc that, alas! will fade. 
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